5 CARNIVAL or VENICE. 9 Þ 
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ROM a Ueliciency of any collection 
of ſongs, but what have been con- 
fined to particular ſubjecls, the following 
which are general and various, are now 


offered the public. 


In this ſelection ſuch of the old, as 
have ſtood the teſt of approbation, and 
are dcſervedly of merit and eſteem, are 
retained, and the net that are now ſung 
at the 7 beatres and Public Gardens, have 
with care and affiduity been included, in 
which aſſortment they will be found the 
ſuperior of this kind ever produced. 


A And 


* r r 


And as complaints are made, that in a 
| ſelection of this nature, they frequently. 
abound with ribaldry and indecency z the 
greateſt attention has been paid that no- 
thingofthat tendency ſhould be intruded, 
ſo that the cautious parent, friend or pre- 
ceptor, may preſent this book as an agree- 
1 able companion to the ſocial mind.— 
Under theſe conſiderations, i it is moſt 5 
ſpectfully ſubmitted to the public, for 
their patronage and protection. 


The Editor cannot permit this Fourth Edition to 
Be preſented the public, without his reſgeAful and 
grateful thanks for the liberal manner in which they 
Supported the former an extenſroe number bring ſold 


in a few days. 


A maſter I have, and I am his man 


Page 
Saveet ſcented beau and a fin ring young cit 11 


A bumper of good l — 30 
At the cloſe of the 4 — the hamlet is flill 43 
All in the Downs the fleet was moor'd 46 
A plague of thoſe wenches ! they make ſuch a pot her 50 
A buſy humble bee am I 
A you who would wiſh to ſucceed with a laſs 
As now my bloom comes on apace 
A man that's neither high nor low 
As tinkering Tom the fireets his trade did cry 
And canſt thou leave thy Nancy 
As you mean to ſet ſail for the land of delight 


A jolly jack-tar but a little while ſince 
A dawn of hope my ſoul revives 
Axway to the field, Jer the morning looks grey 

As I was ganging ver the lee — — 


Amo, amas 
At the fign of the Horſe, old Spin text of courſe 
As bringing home the other day — 


A 2 


11 


Page 
Hſe if yon damaſe 2 be ſweet _ - 
Again Britannia /1 244. 
A ſoldier I am for a lady 261 
A, 7 ockey ſat down by Jenny one day _ 261 
A — a ſoldier, a ſoldier — 66 
";Y F-} ; — 
B | 4 
Blow, Blow, thou winter"s wind — 8 9 


Behold, from many a hoſtile ſhore 97 
Behold this fair goblet, *twas carv'd from the tree 183 
Blithe Colin, a pretty young ſwain — 258 


C 

Come, my ga * ſeldier, come 6 2 
Caſt my love, thine eyes around _- 90 
Come, come, my bed Smepheras, our flocks aue muſt 

ear — 4 91 
Come, buſtle, buſtle, arink about — — 144 
Come ye lads who wiſh to ſhine — — 147 
Ceaſe YE Boreas, bluſt” ring . — 163 
Come cheer up my lads, lis io glory we ſteer 167 


Come let us prepare 170 
Come jolly Bacchus, god of Wine — — 173 
Come ing round my fav rite tree — 183 
Come haſte to the wedding ye friends and ye neigh 


bours 


219 
Come Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell n 
Cupid, 2 of /oft perſuaſion — — 213 
Come all ye young lovers — — 222 
Come thou roſy dimpled boy — — 228 
Come ye hours with bliſs replete _ 237 


Come, ceme, my jolly lads — — 241 
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Dear Tom, this brown jug that now foams with 


mild ale 100 
Down the burn and thro" the meads — 116 


December is the month — — 129 

Dear heart ! what a terrible life am T led 149 

Do you hear brother ſportſmen the ſound fn: the horn 166 

Declare, my pretty maid — 203 
F 


Fair Kitty's charms young Johnny took — 
Fair Hebe I left with a cautious deſign — 6 

Forth from my dark and diſmal cell — — 

Fly fewiftly, ye minutes, till Comus receive — 

From plowing the ocean and thraſhing Monſieur 101 

Farewell to the meads and the fields — 173 

Free from ſorrow, free from ſtrife — 175 

Fair Sally low'd a bonny ſeaman — 177 


From the man whom I love 218 
G 
Give Iſaac the nymph who no beauty can r 29 
Great Cæ ſar once renown'd i in fame 33 
Go high, go low, in ev'ry tate 42 
Give round the word diſinouut, difmount 120 
Guardian angels now prote ? me =_ 168 
Good ſeamen may all dangers — — 221 
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Hew happy were my days till now — . 49 
He's as tight a lad to ſee to — — 65 
Hark ! the horn calls away — 66 
He comes, he comes, the hero comes — — 68 
How blithe was 1 each morn to ſee — 74 
Flow gentle ma my Damon's air — — 81 
How much ſuperior beauty awes — 88 
He that will not merry merry be — — 155 
Hoca little do the landſinen know _— 156 
Here's to the maid of baſhful fifteen — 158 


Had I a heart for falſchood fram'd — — 165 
How happy a ſtate does the miller pofſeſs — 

ark ! away! *tis the merry ton'd horn 201 
Hark! bart! the joy inſpiring horn — 
How oft, Louiſa, haſt thou ſaid — — 206 
How imperfect is expreſſion — — 


1 

In my pleaſant native plains — I 
I'll paſs no dull inglorious life — 16 
In the city of Phabus a widow there dwelt 26 
1 cou'd never luſtre ſee — — 28 
1 once was a maiden as freſb as a roſe — 31 
F love's a ſweet paſſion how can it torment 68 

„ love ſhould there meet a fond pair ———— 69 
1f you're not too proud for a word of advice 105 

[F the heart ef a man is depr:/5'd with care 108 
1 made love to Kate, long T jigh'd for ſhe 141 
1 avinna mar ony mon out Sandy o'er the lee 160 


Tu Facky Bull, when bound for France 175 


[ vii 


Jam a poor country clown | 8 185 
Jam married and happy, with wonder hear this 198 


Tf gold could lengthen life I ſwear = —— 199 
4h, mortals fill your glaſſes = 209 
If truth can fix thy wavw'ring heart — — 209 
do as I will with my ſwain _ — 212 
TFT live to grow old — — 233 
I have a lover of my ew0n — — 2245 
In the foreſt here hard by — 252 
I lock'd up all my treaſure — — 264 
L 
Let others Damon's praiſe rehear/e — 113 
Let gay ones and {ou — — 140 
Let not rage thy boſom firing — 101 


Litile muſes come and cry — 
Let ambition fire thy mind — 
Let beauty with the ſun ariſei 

Like my ſwain no youth — 242 


Lord what care I for mam or dad —— 265 


M 


Muft peace and pleaſure's melting fran — 
My name's Ted Blarney, ll be bound — 27 
My Nancy leaves the rural train — 36 
My. ſaueet pretty Mog, you're as ſoft as a beg — 64 
Miſs Danne when fair and young 

My heart's my own, my will free 
My deareſt life, were thou my wife — 154 
My benny ſailer's won my min, — — 


L. viü ] 
N 


Now's the time for mirth and glee — 9 
Neateſi of pretty feet, for dancing intended — 36 
Near a thick grove, whoſe deep emboau ring ſhade 5 
New Phebus finketh in the weſs — — 87 
Night and day the anxious lover — 
No n mph that trips the verdant plains —— 93 
Now the happy knot is ty'd —— 96 
Near the {ids of a pend, at the foot of an hill 114 
Newer till now I knew lowe's ſmart — 123 
Ne flow'r Ihat blows is like this roſe — 128 
New graces the thoughts of a lover — 256 


Q- 


Oh ! the little Gd of lows is a roguiſhelf — 15 
Oh! never be one of thoſe ſad filly felliavs 17 
O waft me, zephyr, give me eaſe 833 25 
O had my love ne er ſmil'd on me — — 
Oons ! neighbour, ne er Luſh for a trifle like this 50 
Oh! abba a ſimpleton wwas 1 2 —— 

O we ſail'd to Virginia, and thence to News York 125 
O the days when I was youny — — 149 


O what pleaſure will abound —— — 186 
Once more I il tune the wacal ſhell -— — 207 
Oh! hcww ſhall I, in language weak — — 209 
Oh! charming maid — 244 200 


P 


Pali is a lower gay _ — 3 6 
Puſh about the briſk bcaul, *tawill enli ven the heart 99 
Pho, pox of your nenſenſs — — — 236 
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Soon as the Buſy day is er "TO 
Says Colin to me, I've a thcught in my head 4 
Sound the fife, beat the drum, to my ſi andard repair 14 


Some how my ſpindle I miſlaid 23 
Says Plato, why ſhould man be vain 48 
Save woman and wine there is nothing in lift 53 
Sure a laſs in her bloom, at the age of nineteen 73 
Since ev'ry charm on earth combine 92 
Shepherds <vould you hope to pleaſe us 95 


Since Hodge proves ungrateful, no further I'll jeek gg 
Still in hopes to get the better — — 98 
Stray not to thoſe diſtant ſcenes = — 
Stand to your guns, my hearts of oak _ 118 


Say little fooliſh fluttering thing — — 176 
Since you're a faveet ſoul — — 219 
Should low throw a ſhell — _ 221 
Sit round, my brave boys — — 234 
Silence, take notice — — 247 
Since the fate of Gibraltar — — 257 
T 
This is a pelit- maitre's day — 


7 
T he flower of females, beauty's queen — 18 
To be merry and wiſe is a proverbof old — 20 


To eaſe my heart, I oxoned my flame — 33 
JT he Summer it vas ſmiling — — 39 
'Tavas in the dead of night © _ 41 
Tas thus, by the glare of falſe ſcience betray'd 45 
The fife and drum ſound merrily — — 46 
The whiſtling ploughman hails the bluſhing dawn 55 
*T was at the gates of Calais, Hogarth tells 56 


This cold flinty heart it is you who have warm'd 65 


; 1 * 1 
To eaſe his Heart and own. hit flame 


The<vanton God, who pierces beart. - 2 

Theſe ſpirits they'd make us to feaurt— 12 

The little bark by tempeſt toft —ʃ 13; 

There was a Bonny blade, had married a country \_ | 
maid — — — 138 

The echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad - 246 WE; 

The wand"ring ſailor ploughs the main — 1;2 8”; 

Fhe duſty night rides down iber — 1353 

The bluſh of Aurcra now tinges i be mork 159 


The lark's ſhrill note awvakes the morn 174 
The ſun from the eaft tips the mountains with gold 185 


*Tavas within à mile of Edinburgh Town 187 
*T was up the wind — — 193 
Thur/ſaay in the morn, the nineteenth of May 196 


Thro' waves ard winds in days that are no more 217 


That Girl who fain would chooſe — 22 

There was a jelly Milier once — | 226 
Tho' man has long boafled wn 230 
The lowland lads — — 236 
Three lads contended for my heart — 240 
The Iriſh giant you ſball find — 2323 
T he jocund ſpring again — — 245 
T he lovely ſpring advancing — 248 
*Twwas I learn'd a pretty Jong in France 250 
Tender =" never ending _ 202 
To the Woods I love to go — — 263 

V. 


Feꝛus of love ſhould ever bind — 128 
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a lover is he that has nothing to give 10 
ine ey ye nymphs a df fwains — 13 
8g , for mere knowledge is welcome to roam 19 
pat a-poor ſiunp r cuα ÿv eie— — 23 
by how new, Miſs Vert — N 
ben you meet a tenuer creature — ca We. 
When rſt this humble roof I KE, — 32 
When maaam, tho her ay is d ne — 34 
When wars alarms entic'd my Willy from mne 35 
When toe her p are in the fauld, and the ky at hame 37 
What a cvarming thing's a baitle — 54 
Well, well ſay no more — * 61 
Why tarries my lowe _ — 70 
Would you taſte the noon-tide air:ꝛ· — 83 
When I wake with painful brow — 84 
When the hated morning light —— 85 
When bict rings bot — — — 102 
When bluſhes dy d the cheeks of mor — 10g 
When ſummer comes, the ſwains on T weed 110 
When Fanny, blooming fair — = - Dx 
When Delia on the plain appears ——= — 11g 
Wi be three poor mariners 119 
Where new mewn bay on winding Tay — 121 
While I am at the tavern quaſfing — 122 


Whilſt happy in my native land — — 124 
When up to London firft I came — — 

When Britain firſt, at heaver's command 150 
Was Ia ſhepherd's maid, to keep 


While the lads of the village ſhall merrily ah 181 
With trembling woice — 


"IT 194 
When a maid, in way of marriage — 203 
When late I wander d o' er the plain — 20 


I ben ¶ was. young one, what girl was like me 205 


XII ; 
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With horns and with hounds I waken the day 215 
When kindly gentle flumbers © — — 217 
When Bibo thought fit _ — 2238 
When Phabus the tops of the hills =. 225 
When trees did bud un PEP 439 
ith women and wine I defy every care 232 


When Cupid, little fly rogue — — 239 
When firſt the eaſt begins to dawn — 256 


— S ; 
Foung Lubin was a ſhepherd boy ͤ . 5 
Youig Colin having much to ſag — — 12 
Young I am and fore afraid — — 22 
Ye true honeſt Britons, who love your ou land © 103 
Ye/camps, ye pads, ye divers, and all upon the lay 133 
Fouth'rthe ſeafon made for joy ' — - 182 


gave me laft week ayoung lionet ' — 192 
Ft gallant fouls that beat fo high ' '=""' —, 219 
Fou'may take a piece of geld © NAY — 223 
Young Arabella, mamma s care— 227 
Ye fair mai ried dames cube fo often deplore - 238 


Young Strephon, pride of yoader plain — 249 
Young Cupid iswvith me wherever I ga — 253 
211 - — — | en b 
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ROUNDELAx; 
OR, THE 
NEW SYREMN 


38 „„ 

49 > | 

he favourite Song, Sung by Mrs. Cargill, as 
Marinetta, in the Carnival of Venice. 


my pleaſant native plains, 

Wing?d with bliſs each moment flew 
e there inſpir'd the ſtrains, 

imple as the joys I knew ; 

und morn and evening gay 

\ laim'd the merry Roundelay. 

Y; | ; 
* Vide the * Frontiſpiece. 


1 
Fields and flocks, and fragrant flow'rs, 
All that health and joy impart; 
Call'd for artleſs muſic's pow'rs, 
F.aithful echoes to the heart! 
Happy hours for ever gay 
Claim'd the merry Roundelay. 


But the breath of genial ſpring | 
Wak'd the warblers of the grove 
Who, ſweet birds, that heard you ſing, 
Would not join the ſong of love ? 
Your ſweet notes and chauntings gay 
Claim'd the merry Roundelay. 


CD —— — 
| en 
Sung by Mrs. Martyr, in Cupid's Drum, 


p OME my gallant ſoldier come, 
To the call of Cupid's drum : 
Tho? thy honor be engag'd, 
Reſcue now thy love beſieg'd. + 
Come my gallant, I. 
Down of doves, thy coat of mail 
Softeſt ſounds thy triumph hail ; 
Myrtle wreaths thy brows entwine, be 
And that pleaſing taſk be mine. 
Come my gallant, « 
Huſh*d the trumpet's brazen throat, | 
Hark ! the flutes melodions note : 
Mars ſhall fleep, and diſcord ceaſe. 
All is harmony and peace. 


Come my gallant, & 


1 


„ 


ung by Mr. Banniſter, in the Carnival of Venice, 


OON as the buſy day is o'er, 

And evening comes with pleaſant ſhade, 
We Gondoliers from ſhore to ſhore, 

Merrily ply our jovial trade. 


And while the moon ſhines on the ſtream, 

And as ſoft muſic breathes around; 

The feathering oar returns the gleam, 

* And dips in concert to the ſound. 
Down by ſome convent's mould'ring walls 
Oft we hear the enamour'd youth; 

oftly 'the watchful fair he calls, 

Who whiſpers vows of love and truth. 
And while the moon, &c. 


rum. 


Aud oft where the Rialto ſwells, 
ant, J With happier pairs we circle round; 
Whoſe ſecret ſighs fond Echo tells, 
Whoſe murmur'd vows ſhe bids reſound. 
And while the moon, &c. 


int, I Then joys the youth, that love conceal'd, 
That fearful love muſt own its ſighs ; 
Then ſmiles the maid, to hear reveal'd 
How more than eyer ſhe complies. 
| And while the moon, &c, 
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AS SURE AS A GUN. 


' Sung by Mrs. Wrighten, 


AYS Colin to me, I've a thought in my head, 
I know a young damſel I'm dying to wed. 
So pleaſe you quoth I—and whene'er it is done, 
You'll quarrel and you'll part again, as ſure as 


a gun; &c, 


And ſo when you're married, poor am'rous wight, 

You'll bill it and coo it, from morning till night ; 

But truſt me, good Collin, you'll find it bad fun, 

Inftead of which you'll fight and fcratch—As ſure 
as a gun, &c. 


But ſhould ſhe prove fond of her own deareſt love, 
And you be as ſupple, and as ſoft as her glove; 
Yet be ſhe a ſaint and as chaſte as a nun, — 

Your faſten*d to her apron ſtrings—As ſure as a 


gun 


Suppoſe it was you then, ſaid he with a leer, 
You wou'd not ſerve me ſo, I'm certain, my dear: 
In troth I replied, I will anſwer for none, — 

But do as other women do—As ſure as a gut! 


. 
r 
Sung by Ars. Cargill, in the Carnival of Venice. 
OUNG Lubin was a ſhepherd boy, 
Fair Roſalie a ruſtic maid ; 


They met, they lov'd; each others joy, 
Together o'er the hills they ſtray'd. 


Their parents ſaw, and bleſs'd their love, 
Nor wou'd their happineſs delay; 

To-morrow's dawn their bliſs ſhould prove, 
To-morrow be their wedding-day, 


When as at eve, beſide the brook, 

Where ſtray' d their flocks, they fat and * 
One luckleſs lamb the current took, 

*T was Roſalie's — ſſie ſtarted wild. 


Run, Lubin, run, my fav'rite ſave; 
Too fatally the youth obey'd : 
He ran, he plung'd into the wave, 
To give the little wanderer aid. 


But ſcarce he guides him to the ſhore, 


When faint and ſunk, poor Lubin dies; 
Ah Roſalie ! for ever more, 


In his cold grave thy lover lies, 


on that lone bank—Oh ! ſtill be ſeen, 
Faithful to grief, thou hapleſs maid z 

And with ſad wreaths of cypreſs green, 
For ever ſooth thy Lubin's ſhade. 
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Sung by Mrs. Wrighten. 


ATIE 3s a lover gay, 
His brow is never cloudy, 

His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 

His face is fair and ruddy: 
Shape is handſome, middle ſize, 

He's ſtately in his walking, 
The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe, 

*Tis heav'n to hear him talking, 


Laſt night I met him on the bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 

There many a kindly word he ſpoke, 
That ſer my heart a glowing : 

He kiſs'd, and vow'd he would be mine, 
And lov'd me beſt of any, 

That gave me like to ſing linſine, 
O corn riggs are bonny, 


Let maidens of a filly mind, 
Refuſe what maiſt they're want ing, 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 
We chaſtely ſhould be granting. 
Then I'll comply and marry Patie, 
And from my cockernony; 
He's free to touzle air or late, 
Where corn riggs are bonny. 


* 
„ 
Sung by Mr. Parſons, in the Carnival of Venice, 
HIS is a Petit-maitre's day— 
Awake at noon, 
Or ſcarce ſo ſoon, 
See him to his ſofa creep, 
Sipping his tea—half aſleep — 
Curſe the vapours! 
Reach the papers | 
What's the Opera? — Dem the Play. 
Air my boots, I think Pll ride 
Tho' rot it, no! 
It ſhakes one ſo— 
Let them bring the vis-a-vis : 
Lounging there, his Lordſhip ſee, 
With vacant air, 
And ſullen ſtare, 
Born of dullneſs, rais'd by pride! 


Stop at Betty's !—What's the news? 
A battle they ſay 
Have you pines to-day ?— 
Yes, my Lord We've beat the Dutch. 
Ha - ſome ice I thought as much: ! 
What, and nothing more ? 
That's a monſtrous bore !— 
Well, drive to Iſſachar the Jew's. 


Laſt at Brookes's—deep at play; 
Iſſachar's debt, 
At Faro ſet, 

Win or loſe, ſerenely ſad, 

Calm he ſits, nor vex'd, nor glad; 
*Tis half alive, 
He cuts at five 

This is a Petit - maitre's day. 


WI 


F 
THE CAUTION, 


Sung by Mrs. Wrighton. 


1 Kitty's charms young Johnny took, 
So eager he for billing; 

When, lo! the nymph the ſwain forſook, 
To'ſhew her power of killing! 

The ſhepherd briſkly chang'd his tone, 
And cry*d coquette, remember, — 

The lover you refus'd in June, 
You'll wiſh for in December. 


Young Johnny ſoon met Philomel, 
Good natur'd, blithe, and donny 3 
She ſooth'd the love-ſick ſwain fo well, 
Proud Kate's forgot by Johnny. 
Coquettes take warning, change your tune 
This woeful truth remember, — 
The lover you refuſe in June, 
You'll wiſh for in December. 


Alas ! poor Kate, with ſeythe ſo ſharp, 
Time o'er the forehead ſtruck her: 

And now her charms — to warp, 
She's in a piteous pucker. 

Coquettes take warning, change your tune 3 
This woeful truth remember, — 

The lover you refuſe in June, 
You'll with for in December, 


the 
. 


CUPID TRIUMPHANT. 


OW's the time for mirth and glee, 
Sing, and love, and laugh with me; 
Cupid is my theme of ſtory : 
*Tis his Godſhip's fame and glory, 
How all yield unto his law ! 
Ha? ha! ha ! ha! ha! ha! ha! 


O'er the grave, and o'er the gay, 
Cupid takes his ſhare of play: 
He makes heroes quit their glory: 
He's the God moſt fam'd in ſtory ; 
Bending them unto his law! 
Ha ! ha! &c. 


Sly the urchin deals his darts, 
Without pity, —piercing hearts: 
Cupid triumphs over paſſions, 
Not regarding modes or faſhions, 
Firmly fix'd is Cupid's law! 
Ha ! ha ! &c, 


Some may think theſe lines not true, 
But they're facts twixt me and you: 
Then, ye maids, and men, be wary, 
How you meet before you marry: 
Cupid's will is ſolely law! | 
| Ha ! ha! &c, 
Dy 


. 


Sung by Mrs. Wrighten, in the Carnival of Venices 


HAT a lover is he that has nothing to 
give, 
But a look, and a vow, and a ſigh? 
Silly maid, take my word, you ſhould know how 
to live, 


Before you're ſo ready to die: 


How ſtupid a pair are the bridegroom and bride, 
Who wed but for cooing and billing; 

Oh, how dull will they be, as they ſit {ide by fide, 
It it happens they're not worth a ſhilling. 


At firſt, by good luck, every hour of the day, 
Tis my darling, my ſoul's deareſt pleafure 
But at laſt, ſays the wife, I want money to pay, 
Come, give it, my heart's richeſt treaſure ! 


But I have it not, ſweeting 12. This theme may 
| breed ſtrife— | 
Come let us be cooing and billing” — 
Go, barbarous huſband—go, termagant wife 
So it happens when not worth a ſhilling. 


. 
THE FEMALE HUNTER, 


Sung by Miſs Thornton. 


A Sweet ſcented beau and a ſimp'ring young cit, 
An artful attorney, a rake and a wit, 

Set out on the chace in purſuit of her heart, 
Whilit Chloe diſdainfully laugh'd at their art, 
And rouz'd by the hounds to meet the ſweet morn, 
Tantivy, ſhe follow'd the echoing horn. 


Wit {ſwore by his fancy, the bean by his face, 
The lawyer with quibble, ſet out on the chace, 
The cit, with exactneſs, made up his account, 
The rake told his conqueſts, how vaſt the amount; 
She laugh'd at the follies, and blith as the morn, 
Tantivy, ſhe follow'd the echoing horn. 


Their clamorous noiſe rouz'd a joll; young ſwain, 

Hark forward, he cry'd, then bounc'd o'er the 
plain, 

He diſtanc'd the wit, the cit, quibble and beau, 

And won the fa nymph with hollo hillio; 

Now together they ſing a ſweet hymn to the morn, 

Tantivy, they follow the echoing horn. 
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„ 
UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


= Colin having much to ſay, 
In ſecret to a maid, 
Perſuaded her to leave the hay, 
And ſeek th* embow'ring ſhade ; 
And after roving with his mate 
Where none could hear or ſee, 
Upon the velyet ground they ſat 
Under the greenwood tree, 


Your charms, ſays Colin, warm my breaſt, 
What mult I for them give? 

Nor'night nor day can I have reſt, 
I can't without you live. 

My flocks, my herds, my all is thine, 
Could you and I agree, 

O ſay, you to my wiſh incline 
Under the greenwood tree. 


Too late you tempt my heart, fond ſwain, 
The wary laſs replies, 

A lad who muſt not ſue in yain, 
Now for my favour tries; _ 

He bids me name the ſacred day, 
In all chings we agree; 

Then why ſhould you and I now 8 
Under the greenwood tree, 


* 
ä 


Sn — 
£ 


_— —— ”m— Am 


9832 


— 2 0 
- CO ſ — — — — 


1 
All this but ſerv'd to fire his mind, 
He knew not what to do; 


Till to his ſuit ſhe would be kind, 


He would not let her go 
His love, his wealth, the youth , 
No longer coy was ſhe; 


At church ſhe ſeal'd the vow ſhe made 


Under the greenwood tree, 


— — — — 
K. 
JOHNNY COMES TO-MORROW, 
Sung by Mrs Wewitzer, 


ISH me joy, ye nymphs and ſwains, 
Johnny comes to-morrow, 
He ſhall quickly glad the plains, 
Baniſh care and ſorrow 
He had left us now too long, 
Robb'd us of our treaſure ; 
But he?ll bring us dance and ſong, 
And ev'ry ſmiling pleaſure, 


If I've time PII deck the bow'r, 
Once my ſwain delighting, 

Twine it round with many a flow'r, 
And with {weets inviting 

There he talk'd ſo well of love, 
Won my heart from forrow ; 

There on wings of haſte PI! roye, 
He'll be there to-morrow. 


[1] 
Come, my ſhepherd, quickly come, 
Where can thou be ſtaying ? 
Love who wants thee now at home, 
Chides thy long delaying 
From to-day ÞIl never rove, 

But be blythe and bonny, 

For I never more ſtrall live 

Without my ſweetheart Johnny. 


„ MON 
THE FEMALE CAPTAIN. 
Sung by Mrs, Wrighten: 


OUND the fife, beat the drum, to my ſtan- 
dard repair, 

All ye lads who will conquer or die 

At requeſt of my ſex, as a captain I come, 

The mens courage and valour to try; 

*Tis your king and your country now calls for your 
aid; * 

Tis the ladies command you to go; 

By me they announce it, and he who's afraid, 

Or refutes, our vengeance ſhall know. 


Then firſt to the ſingle theſe things I declare, 

So each maiden moſt firmly decrees ; 

Not a kits will be granted, by black, brown, or fair, 
Not an ogle, a ſigh, or a ſqueeze, 


I 
To the married, if they but look glum, or ſay no, 
Should the Monſieurs dare bluſter or huff; 
We' ve determin'd, nem. con. that their foreheads 
ſhall ſhow ; 
A word to the wiſe is enough. 


Theſe puniſhments we've in terrorem proclaim'd; 
But ſtill, ſhou'd your valour but lack, 

As our dernier reſort, this reſolve ſhall be nam'd, 
Which egad will ſoon make you all pack. 

We'll the breeches aſſume, pon my honour *tis true, 
So determine maids, widows, and wives, 

Firſt we'll march, beat the French, then march 

back and beat you, 

Aye, and wear *em the reſt of our liyes, 


—— —— — 
ant 
Sung by Mr. Suett, in the Carnival of Venice. 


H! the little God of love is a roguiſh elf! 
He makes us all as childiſh and blind as 
himſelf ! 
Gainſt ſixty-two, 
O luckleſs lot! 
His bow he drew, 
At me he ſhor. 


Twang went the ftring, 
Whiz flew the dart, 

On a grey gooſe wing, 
To an old man's heart. 


AY" - 20/178 | 
Hey down derry: 
Dull forrow PH drown, 

Derry down, down, 
Or laugh at them all, 
Tol de rol lol. 


„ 


THE SOGER LASSIE, 


Sung by Miſs Thornton, 


1 paſs no dull, inglorious life, 
1 At home I will not tarry; 
I like the drum and martial fife, 
I'll to the camp with Harry: 

The peaceful pipe and ruſtic play 
No longer is my paſſion ; 
| If Harry goes, I will not ſlay, 

For war 1s now the faſhion. 


Your Jean will not he left behind, 
My heart's to fear a ſtranger, 
High ſeas and rocks Pl! never mind, 
F'll laugh at toil-and danger: 
| I hope he will not tell me nay, 
'__ Nor fancy Pm unſteady, 
| If glory calls my ſwain away, 
Love bids me to be ready. 


rn 


To other lands from pleaſant Tweed, 
With him I muſt be flying, 

For ſhady grove and painted mead, 
Your Jenny won't be crying; 

Till tumults o'er, adieu to all; 
Not long I hope to tarry, 

I hear the drum's enlivening call, 
I muſt be gone with Harry. 


„ 
e 
Sung by Mrs. Wrighten, in the Carnival of Venice, 


| NEVER. be one of thoſe ſad ſilly fellows, 
* Who always are inappiſh, EPSON and 


jealous, 
Who live but to doubt, 


To pine and to pout, 

To take one to taſk, 

Examine and aſk. | 

A hundred croſs queſtions, to pick ſomething out. 
O never, &c. 


If by chance he ſhou'd come, 
And not find her at home, 
Tris, „Madam, why ſo late? 
„Where the devil cou'd you wait? 
„What's been dene! what's been faid 2 
& Zounds ! I feel it on my head.“ 
| | | 0! never, &c, 
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BLUE EY'D NANCY o. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


HE flow'r of females, beauty's queen, 
Who ſees thee fure muſt prize thee 3 
Tho' thou art dreſt in robes but mean, 
Yet theſe cannot diſguiſe thee 2 
Thy graceful air, and modeſt look, 
Strikes ev'ry Shepherd's Fancy O; 
Thou'rt match for *{quire, for Lord or Duke, 
My lovely blue ey'd Nancy O. 


Oh! were I but ſome ſhepherd's ſwain, 
To feed my flocks beſide thee 
To tend my ſheep upon the plain, 
In milking to abide thee : 
I'd think myſelf a happier man, 
With thee to pleaſe my fancy O, 
Than he that hugs his thouſands ten, 
Had I my blue ey'd Nancy O. 


Then I'd deſpiſe th' imperial throne, 
And ſtateſmen's dang'rous ſtations ; 

Pd be no king, I'd wear no crown, 
And ſmile at conqu'ring nations: 

Might I poſſeſs, and ſtill careſs 

This laſs that ſtrikes my fancy O; 

For theſe are toys, and ſtill look leſs, 

Compar'd with blue ey'd Nancy O. 
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OLD ENGLAND's MY TOAST, 
Sung by Mr, Vernon. 


HO thirſts for more knowledge is welcome 
to roam, | 
He may ſeek a new climate who is wretched at 
home; | 

Who of pleaſure or folly has not had his fill 
May quit poor Old England whenever he will : 
But nothing ſhall tempt me to eroſs the {alt main, 
For change Pm too ſteady, and rambling is pain. 


Old England, brave boys, good enough is for me, 

Where my thoughts I can ſpeak, where by birth- 
right I'm free; 

Whatever I wiſh for now comes at my call, 

I can {port in the fields, or can roar in my hall; 

My time is my own, I can do as I will, 

I have children that prattle, a wife that is ſtill. 


I feel that Pm happy, tho? taxes run high, 

I want no exotics, ſo eaſy am I; 

Pm alive to my friends, and at peace with the 
dead, 

With party and ſtate I ne'er trouble my head; 

Contention I hate, and a bumper love moſt, 

You'll pledge 8 Pm ſure, for Old England's my 
toalt, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Ss; UG. 
BE MERRY AND WISE, 


Sung by Mr. Vernen, at Vauxhall. 


be merry and wiſe is a proverb of old, 
But a maxim ſo good can't too often be told; 


Then attend to my ſong, nor my counſel deſpite, 
For I mean to be merry, —but merry and wiſe, 


Ye bucks when toping ſuch raptures expreſs, 


And yet the next day diſmal proofs of excels, 


Avoid all extremes, and mark well my advice, 
*Tis to drink and be merry, but mary and wiſe, 


In women all lovely i is center'd each bliſs, 


But let prudence give ſanction, *twill ſweeten the 
0 kiſs ; 
If not beauty or folly your ſenſes ſurpriſe, 
You may kiſs and be merry,——but merry and 
wile, 


Then ye topers and rakes, who would lead happy 


lives, 


All exceſſes avoid, and chooſe modeſt wives, 


While prudence preſides, it 1s thus 1 advile, 
Love, and drink, nd be merry, —but merry and 
wie, 


the 


and 


PY 
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$8 N . 
FOR FREEDOM AND RIS NATIVE LAND. 
a by Mrs. Kennedy. 
MEX peace and pleaſures — ſtrain, 


For ever in this circle rei 
Awhile the muſe with ardor glows, | 
To pay the debt that Britain owes. - 
O wave awhile your ſoft delights, 

To praiſe each valiant fon that fights, 
And braves abroad each hoſtile band, 
For freedom and his native land. 


The ſoldier ſeeks a diſtant plain, 

The ſailor ploughs the boiſt'rous main, 
Their toil domeſtic eaſe ſecures, 

The labour theirs, the pleaſure yours : 
Then change awhile your ſoſt delights, 
To praiſe each valiant fon that fights, 
And braves abroad each hoſtile band, 
For freedom and his native land. 


Ye wealthy, who domeſtic ſweets, 

Enjoy within your gay retreats, 

Think, think on thoſe who guard the ſhore, 
Whence unmoleſted ſprings your ſtore; 

And change awhile you ſoft delights, 

To praiſe each valiant ſon that tights, 

And braves abroad each hoſtile band. 

rer freedom and his native land. 
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Ye ſwains who haunt the ſhady grove, 
And tranquil breathe your vows of love, 
Who hear not war's tremendous voice, 
But in the arms of peace rejoice : 
Change, change awhile your ſoft delights, . 
To praiſe each valiant ſon that fights, 
And braves abroad each hoſtile band, 
For freedom and his native land. 


And ye who in this frolic train, 

Inſpir'd with mulic ſprightly ſtrain, 

And wild with pleaſure's airy round, 
Bid flowing bowls with love becrown'd : 
Amid your ſocial dear delights, 
Remember him who boldly fights, 

And braves abroad each hoſtile band, 
For freedom and his native land, 


— — — — 
. 
in Love in a Village, 


OUNG I am, and fore -afraid : 
Wou'd you hurt a harmleſs maid? 
Lead an innocent aſtray ? 
Tempt me not, kind fir, I pray. 3 
Men too often we believe ? 
And ſhou'd you my faith deceive, 
Ruin brit, and then forſake, 
Sure wy tender heart wou'd break. 


4 


. 
Sung by Mrs, Wrighten, in the Deſerter 


OME how my ſpindle I miſlaid, 
And loſt it underneath the graſs, 
Damon advancing, bow'd his head, 
And ſaid what ſeek you pretty laſs: 
A little love, but urg'd with care, 
Oft leads a heart, and leads it far, 


Twas paſſing by yon ſpreading oak 
That I my ſpindle loſt juſt now ; 
His &nife then kindly Damon took, 
And from the tree he cut a bough : , 


A little love, &c, 


Thus did the youth his time employ, 
While me he tenderly beheld; 
He talk*d of love, I leap'd for joy, 
For ah ! my heart did fondly yield. 
N A little love, &c. 


: 


S080; 
Sung by Mr. Banniſter, in May Day, or Little Gipſy: 


HAT's a poor {imple clown 
. To do in the town, 
Of their freaks and vagaries I'll none; 
The folks I ſaw there 
Two faces did wear, 
An honeſt man ne'er has but one, 
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Let others to London go roam, 
I love my neighbour 


To ſing and to labour, 
To me there's nothing like country and home. 


Nay the ladies, I vow, 

I cannot tell how, 

Where now white as a curd, and now red; 

La! how would you tare, 

At their huge crop of hair, 

*Tis a hay-cock o'top of their head. 

Let others, &c, 


Then *tis ſo dizen'd out, 

And with trinkets about, 

With ribbands and flippets between; 

They ſo noddle and toſs, 
Juſt like a fore horſe, 

With taſſels, and bells in a team. | 

Let others, &c. 


Then the fops are ſo fine, 

With lank waiſted chine, 

And a little Kimp bit of a hat; 

Which from fun, wind and rain. 
Will not ſhelter their brain, 

Tho? there” s no need to take care of that. 


Would you the creatures ape, 
In looks and their ſhape, 
Teach a calf on his hind legs to go; 
Let him waddle in gait, 
A {kim diſh on his pate. 
And he'll look all the world like a beau, 
Let other 1, &c. 


Let others, &c, 


To 


But 


1 


Sung in the Maid of the Mull. 


HY how now Miſs Pert, 
Do you think to divert, 
My anger by fawning, and ſtroaking. 
Why how, &c. 


Wou'd you make me a fool, 
Your plaything your tool ; 

Was ever, young Minx ſo provoking, 

Wou'd yo, &c. 
Get out of my ſight, 
Twou'd be ſerving you right 

To lay a ſound doſe of the laſh on. 

Get out, &c. 
Contradict your mans, 
I've a mind by the la! 
But I won't put myſelf i in a paſſion. 


Contradif, &ec. 


"Try Uh © 


* 


& AMANDA. A favourite Ballad.“ 


Waft me, zephyr, give me eaſe, 
Fan me with thy gentle breeze 
O bear me to ſome flow'ry bed, 
Where Roſes all their odour ſhed, 
wen} «ah c | 
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1 0 No 6. 
Sung in the Maid of the Mill. 


HEN you meet a tender creature, 
Neat in limb and fair in feature, 
Full of kindneſs and. good nature, 
Prove as kind again to ſhe: 
Happy mortal to poſſeſs her, 
In your boſom warm to preſs her 
Morning, noon, and night careſs her, 
And be. as fond as fond can be. 


Morning, &c. 


But if one you meet that's froward, 
Saucy, jilting, and untoward, 

Shou'd you act the whining coward, 
'Tis to mend her, ne'er the whit: 
Nothing's tough enough to bind her, 
Then agog, when once you find her, 
Let her go, and never mind her, 

Heart alive, you're fairly quit, 


— CY — 


Ss © N G, 
Sung in the Widow of Delphi, by Mr. Quick, 


N the city of Phoebus. a widow” there dweh, 
Of her honour ſo nice and ſo jealous, - ö 
It was clear as the ſun that whatever ſhe felt, 
She'd no feeling for us honeſt fellows. 
5 It was, &c, 


1 ] 
For ſlie flouted and pouted, and look'd ſo demure, 
On her knees ſhe was ever a praying; 


Her blood was as cold as December I'm ſure, 
When other young bloods were a maying. 


This widow a challenge to Venus would ſend, 
On her pride ſhe had ſuch a reliance ; p 
Sly Cupid ſtood by while her meſſage ſhe penn'd, 

And ſmil'd at her ſaucy defiance. 


In a moment an arrow he ſhap'd from her pen, 
Then aim'd at her heart and let fly; 


Let no widow he cried forſwear marriage again; 
One and all from this hour ſhall. comply. 
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M name's Ted Blarney I'll be bound, 

And man and boy upon this 8 

Full twenty years I've beat my round, 
Crying, Vauxhall watch. 


And as that time's a little ſnort 
With ſome ſmall folks that here reſort; 
To be ſure I have not had ſome ſport, 
Crying, Vauxhall watch, 


Oh ! of pretty wenches dreſs'd ſo tight, 
And macaronies, what a ſight 
Of a moon-light morn I've bid good night, 
Crying, Vauxhall watch. 
C 2 
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Sung by Mr. Du Bellamy, in the Duenna. 


T COU'D never luſtre ſee, 


In eyes that wou'd not look on me; 
I ne*er ſaw Nectar on a lip, 
But where my on did hope to ſip. 


Has the maid, who ſeeks my heart, 
Cheeks of roſe untouch*d by art; 
I will own the colour true, 
When yielding bluſhes aid their hue. 
When yielding, &c. 


Is her hand ſo ſoft and pure, 
I muſt preſs it to be ſure ; 
Nor can I be certain then, 


Till it grateful preſs again. 


Muſt I with attentive eye, 
Watch her heaving boſom 3 

I will do ſo—when I ſee 

That heaving boſom ſigh for me. 


. 


$a: N G 
Sung by Mr. Quick, in the Duenna. 


I'VE Iſaac the nymph who no beauty can 
boaſt, 
But health and good humour to make her his toaſt; 
If ſtraight I don't mind, whether lender or fat, 
Or fix foot or four we'll ne'er quarrel for that. 
We'll ne'er, &c. 


Whate'er her complexion I vow I don't care, 
If brown it is laſting, more pleaſing if fair ; 
And tho” in her cheeks I no dimples ſhou'd ſee, 
Let her ſmile and each dell is a dimple to me. 
Let her, &c. 


Let her locks be the reddeſt that ever were ſeen, 
Aud her eyes may be—faith any colour but green; 
For in eyes tho? ſo various the luſtre and hue, 

I ftwear Pve no choice, only let her have two. 


'Tis true Pd diſpenſe with a throne on her back, 
And white teeth I own, are genteeler than black: 
A little round chin too's a beauty I've heard, 

But I only deſire —ſhe mayn't have a beard, 
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Sung by Mr. Mattocks, Mr. Quick, and Ar. 
* in the Shire. 


BUMPER of A. 8 


Will end a conteſt quicker, 


Than juſtice, judge, or vicar, 
So fill each cheerful glaſs, 


So fill, &c. 
But if more deep the quarrel, 
Why, ſooner drain the barrel, 
Than be that hateful fellow, - 
That's crabbed when he's — . a 
Why ſooner, &c. 


— — om 
4% N , 
Sung by Mr. Leoni, in the Duenna. 


HAD my love ne'er {mild on me, 
I ne'er had known {uch anguiſh ; 
But think how falſe; how cruel ſne, 

To bid me ceaſe to languith : 
To bid me hope her hand to gain, 
Breath on a flame half periſhed, 
And then with cold and fix'd diſdain, + 
To kill the hope ſhe cheriſh'd. 


* 
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Not worſe his fate, who on a wreck 


That drove as winds did blow it, 
Silent had left the ſhatter'd deck, 
To find a grave below it: 
Then land was cried, no more reſign'd, 
He glow'd with joy to hear it, 
Not worſe his fate, his woe to find, 
The wreck muſt fink &er near it. 


— — — 
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S.. {7 0. 
Sung by Mrs. Wrighten, in the Lord of the Manor, 


ONCE was a maiden as freſh as a roſe, 
And as fickle as April weather, 
1 laid down without care, and I wak'd with dels, 
With a * as light as a feather. 
With a heart, Kc. 


11 girls and I play d with the men, 
I always was romping or ſpinning, 
And what if they pilfer'd a kiſs now and then, 
I hope *twas not very great finning. 
I hope, &c. 


I wedded a huſband as young as myſelf, 1 
And for every frolic as will 1 108 
Together we laugh'd when we had any pelf, 
And we lavgh'd when we had not a fhilling. 
And we, c. 
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He's gone to the Wars, heav'n ſend him a prize, 
For his pains he is welcome to ſpend it, 
My example I know is more merry than wiſe, 
Lord help me I never ſhall mend it. 
9 
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0.0: 
Sung by * — in the Lord of the * 


HEN firſt this humble roof I knew, 
With various cares I ſtrove, 

My grain was ſcarce, my ſheep were ſew, 
My all of life was love. 

By mutual toil our board was dreſs'd,.. be Sa 
The ſpring our drink beſtow'd ; 

But when her lip the brim had preſs'd, 
The cup with nectar flow'd. 


Content and peace the dwelling ſhar'd, 
No other gueſt came nigh, 

In them was giv'n (tho? gold was ſpar'd) 
What gold could never buy. 

No value has a ſplendid lot, 
But as the means to prove 

That from the caſtle to the cot, 


or. 
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r 
Sung by Mr. Banniſter, in the Camp. 


REAT Cæſar once renown'd in fame, 
| For a mighty arm. and. a laurel'd brow, 
With his veni vidi vici came, 
And conquer'd the world with his row dow dow. 
Aud conguer'd, &c. 


Thus ſhould our vaunting enemies come, 
And winds and waves their courſe allow, 
In freedom's cauſe we'll beat our drum, 1 
And they'll fly at the ſound of our row dow dow. 
Row dow dow, &c. 


{ Then come my lads our glory ſhare, 
Whole honeſt hearts Britiſh yalour avow, 


At honor's call to camp repair, 


And follow the beat of my row dow dow. 
Row dow dow, &c. 
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Sung by Diſs Harper, in the Summer Amuſement... 


O eaſe my heart I own'd my flame, 
And much I fear I was to blame; 
For tho? love's force we're doom'd to fee 

The heart its weakneſs ſhould conceal. 
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The bluſh that ſpeak the ſoften'd mind, 
The ſigh that notes the wiſh behind; 

The tear which down the cheek will ſteal, 
With cautious art we ſhould conceal, 


And yet if 8 pen the youth, 

And N love 1s led by trath, 7” 
With joy at Hymen's porch we kneel, 
Nor ſtrive our weakneſs to conceal, 


— 


I... & 0 INE 
Sung by Mr. Lamaſh, in the Summer Amuſement. 


HEN madam, tho? her day is done, 
Ne paſſions will imbibe, 
In hopes to get a little fun, 
She gives a little bribe, 
When Mils is kept by locks and keys 
From all the loveſick tribe; 
To give her ſwain a little eaſe, 
She gives a little bribe, 


When now and then my Lord thinks fit, 
Mongſt friends to jeſt and gibe, 

To raiſe the laugh at little wit, 
He gives a little bribe, 

W hene'er we plan our ways and means 
To make the folks ſubſcribe, 

We gueſs which way their virtue leans, 
And give a little Eribe, © 


K 


$150: N-. 8, 
Sung by Miſs Walpole, in the Camp. 


HEN wars alarms entic'd my Willy from me, 
| My poor heart with grief did ſigh, 
Each fond remembrance brought freſh ſorrow on me, 
*'Woke e're yet the morn was nigh, 
No other could delight him; 
Ah! why did I ere ſlight him, 
Coldly anſw'ring his fond tale, 
Which drove him far amid the rage of war, 
And left filly me thus to bewail. 


* 
* · [ 


n. # But I no longer, tho' a maid forſaken, 
7 Thus will mourn like yonder dove, 
For ere the lark to-morrow ſhall awaken, 
I will ſeek my abſent love, 
| The hoſtile country over, 

Pl fly to ſeek my lover, 
Scorning ev'ry threat'ning fear, 

Nor diſtant ſhore, 

Nor cannons roar, 
Shall longer keep me from my dear. 


-C $31]. 
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Sung by Mr. Nehſter, in the Camp. 


{ Nancy leaves the rural train, 
A.camp's diſtreſs to prove, 
All other ills ſhe can ſuſtain, 

But living from her love. 
Yet, deareſt, tho? your ſoldier's there, 

Will not your ſpirit fail, 
To mark the hardſhips you muſt ſhare, 

Dear Nancy of the dale. 2 

Dear Nancy, &c. 


Or ſhould you love, each danger ſcorn, 
Ah ! how fhall I ſecure 
Your health—mid toils which you were born. 
To ſooth but not endure : 
A thouſand perils I muſt view, 
A thouſand ills aſſail, 
Nor muſt I tremble &en for you, 
Dear Nancy of the dale. 


. — — 
n 
Sung by Mr. Eduin, in the Summer Amuſement. 


EATEST of pretty feet, for dancing intended, 
Accept of a partner who always was com- 
mended, | 
Slighting the fineſt dreſs attentive to merit, 
He likes only thoſe who can Jig about with ſpirit. 


Kc. 


1 


Take me madam, I fo glad am, that I'll cut a caper; 
Stand firſt couple, make no ſcruple, ſtrike up there 
gut ſcraper : 
Turn about, turn about, that's right, depend on't, 
Hands acroſs, back. again, and now there's an 
end on't, 


If it ſhould be thought that we ſhould encore it, 
Permit me to offer you lemonade before it, 
Negus will make you hot, and wine is unſteady, 
Your fan now will cool us both, ſpeak when you're 
ready. 
Take me, &c. 


s Oo N 6G. 
AULD ROBIN GREY. 


WYHEN the ſheep are in the fauld, and the ky 
at hame, 

And a' the warld to ſleep are gane; 

The waes of my heart fa's in ſhow'rs fra my ces. 

When my gudeman lyes ſound by me. 


Towne Jemmy loo'd me well, and he i me 
for his bride, 91 

But ſaving a crown he had naethin beſide; 

To mak” that crown. a pund, my Jemmy gade to | 
lea, © Ts Hein Suh Ar 

And the crown and the pund were baith fer me. 
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He had nae been awa' a week but only twa, 

When my mither the fell icy) and the cow was 
ſtoun awa'; | 


My father brak his arm, and my Jemmy at the ſea, 
And auld Robin Grey came a courting me. 


My father coud'na work, and my mither coudna” 

I toil'd day night, but their bread I coudna? 
Auld Rob mal tab them baith, and wi' tears in 
Said, 8 for their ſakes, O marry me. 


My heart it ſaid nay, I look'd for Jemmy back; 

But the wind it blew high, and the ſhip it was a 
wreck, , 

The ſhip it was a wreck, why didna Jemmy die? 

And why do I live to ſay waes me? 


Auld Robin argued fair, tho* my mither didna 


ipeak, | 
She look'd in my face till my heart was like to 
break, 
Sc they gi'ed him my hand, tho* my heart was in 
the lea, . 


And Auld Robin Grey is. gudeman to me. 


I hadna been a wiſe a week but ouly four, 

When fitting {ae mournſully at the door, 

I ſaw my Jemmy's wreath, for I coudna think it he, 
Till he fatd, I'm come back for to marry thee. 


. 


f 6 


O ſair did we greet, and muckle did we ſay; 

We took but ae kiſs, and we tore ourſelves away: 
I wiſh I were dead, but Pm no like to die, 

And why do 1 tive to ſay waes me? 


I gang like a ghaiſt, and carena to ſpin ; 

I darena think on Jemmy, for that wou'd be a ſins 
But PII do my beft, a guide wife to be, 

For Auld Robin Grey is kind unto me. 


F 
TRE DEATH OF AULD ROBIN GREY, 
Sung by Mrs. Kennedy, at Vauxhall Gardens, 


1 ſummer it was ſmiling, all nature round 
Was gay, 

When Jenny was attending on Auld Robin Grey; 

For he was lick at heart, and had nae friend beſide, 

But only me poor Jenny, who newly was his bride. 

Ah! Jenny I ſhall die he cry'd, as ſure as I had 


birth, 
Then ſee my poor old bones I Pray, laid into the 
earth, - 
And be a 8 for my ſake, a twelvemonth and 
a-day, 


And I will leave what ere belongs to Auld Robin 
Grey. 


1 49 J 
I laid poor Robin in the earth, as decent as 1 cou'd, 
And ſhed a tear upon his grave; for he was very 


good, 
I took my rock all in my hand, and in my cot 1 
ſigh'd, | 
Oh wae is me, what ſhall I do, ſince” Poor Auld | 
Kobin died, 


Search ev'ry part throughout the land, there's none 
like me forlorn, 

I'm ready &en to ban the day that ever I was born, 

For Jemmy, all Ilov'd on earth, ah! he is gone away, 

My father's dead, my maither”s dead, and eke Auld 


Robin Grey. 


I roſe up with the morning un, and ſpun tin ſet- 
ting day, | 
And one whole year of widowhood 1 mourn'd for 
Robin Grey, . 
E did the duty of a wife, both kind and conſtant too, 
Letev'ry one example take, and Jenny's planpurke, 
I thought that Jemmy he was dead, or he to me 
was 
And all my fond and youthful love, entively was 
eroſt; 
I try'd to ſing, I try'd- to laugh, and paſs the time 
„ a, N 
For I had ne'er a friend alive ſince "os Auld Bi 


bin Grey. 


At length the merry bells rung round, 92 coudha 
gueſs the cauſe, 
But Rodney was the man they faid, who gain. . 
much applauſe; 
I doubted if the tale was true, till Jemmy came to me 
And ſhew'd a purſe of golden ore, and {aid it is for 
tee. 


Ws 


* 


cot | 


Auld, | 


none 
orn, 


vay, 
Auld 


ſet- 


for 


1. 


* 
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J Auld Robin Grey I find is dead, and ſtill your heart 


| is true, 

Then take me Jenny to your arms, and I will be 
-. i; fo:too, +1; 

I Mes John ſhall join us at the Kirk, and we'll be 


blith and gay, 


1 bluſh'd, conlented, and nd reply , adieu to Robin 


2 2 — 
8 
HOY 
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H THE GHAIST OF AULD ROBIN GREY, 


T9 in 1 50 dead of * won aſter Jenny 


And wi her Aike 3 was ſleeping i in her bed, 


A hollow voice ſhe heard, which call'd her to wales 
And liſten to the wards. would be utter' d for ber 
ſake. 
she ſtarted from her flcep, her boſom beat wi fear, 


When the ghaiſt of Robin Grey before her did ap- 


iy 


pear z 
It wav'd its ſhadowy hand, and thus to her did ſay, 


An! Jenny liſt a while to your Auld Robin rey. . 


I do not come dear Jean your conduct to reprove, 
- i Or interrupt the joys.you ſhare in conſtant Jemmp's 
love, 
His honeſt heart deſerves whate'er he can receive, 
Since he has ny ſo naß and Nag not you 


deceive... 
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Still let his eourage riſe, his country's foes to quell, 

To you he fate ſhall come again, 2 laces how 
bid me tell, ; 

With Howe as well as Rodney his valow bel 
diſplay, 

If you will but believe the ghaif of Robin _ 


And Jenny muſt ſubmit, your virtue: is 5 nnd, 
For fortune has in ſtore _ | an a high and rich 


The havg it y Dons fubdned with Holland and with 
France, . CG 


Your Jemmy with freſh laurels crown'd will to 
your wiſh advance: | 


Then let him haſte wi all his ſpeed to join the 


noble fleet, 
Tho' danger does appear in view, no harm ſhall 
Jemmy meet, | 


But joyful ſhall return again upon a future day, 


As you may ſure believe the O_ of Robin Grey. 
C———— —ʃ——̃— ä | 
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Sung by Mr. Banniſter, in the Summer Amuſement 


O high, go low, in ev'ry ſtate, ion 
The ſailor's heart is true, 
In adverſe or in proſp'rous fare, 
He joins the crew. FI: V 
Then toiling early, watching late, 
Defends his king and country's cauſe, 


In hopes to be when come from fea, 


Cheer'd with applauſe. 


[ 4 ] 


> quel), At home when ſports his welcome crown, 
es Now His wife's the livelieſt of the throng ; 
Por when care ſinks his ſpirits down, 
r he'll Her endearing ſmile rewards his toil, and greets 
f his fav'rite ſong. 
Grey. Bo when the nuptial knot is tied, 
1 Our friendſhip cloſer will cement; 
guard, Each morn you'll hail my blooming bride, 2 
d rich And gladly ſhare my heart's content. 
Pl graſp the hand which made her mine, 
To focial ſcenes my hours reſign, 
While all the wonted {ſtrain ſhall join. 


1 with 
vill to ; 


in the _ — . — — 
1 ſhall | 7 
Me 8 O N G. 
Y, 
. THE RERMIT» 
| * T the * of the day, when the hamlet is 
ement And 7 the ſweet of forgetfulneſs prove, 


| When nought but the torrent 1s heard on the hill, 


And nought but the AF: ſong in the 
rove : 


Twas thus, by the cave of the mountain akin, 
While his harp rung ſymphonious, a Hermi 
began: 
No more with himſelf, or with nature at war, 


- 


c 


He thought as a ſage, though he felt as a man. 


At 


L 1 


Ah why, all abandon'd to darkneſs and woe, 


Why, alone Philomela, that languiſhing fall? 

For ſpring ſhall return, and a lover beſtow, | 
And ſorrow no longer thy boſom inthral. 
But, if pity inſpire thee, renew the ſad lay, 
Mourn ſweeteſt e dev man calls t 

to aaourn 3 | 

O ſoothe. himy whoſe pleaſures like thine paſs why, 
Full quickly they pais—but they never return. 


Now gliding remote, on the verge of the ſky, : 
The moon half extinguiſh'd her creſent dif- 
plays: 
But lately I mark*d, when majeſtic on high, 
She ſhone, and the planets were loft in her 
blaze, 


| Roll on, thou fair orb, and with gladneſs purſue 


The path that conducts thee to ſplendor again, 
But man's faded glory what change ſhall renew? 
Ah fool! to exult in a glory ſo vain! 


*Tis night, and the landſcape is lovely no more; 
I mourn, but ye woodlands, 1 mourn not for 
you z 
For morn is approaching your charms to reſtore; 
Perfum*d with freſh fragrance and glitt' ous 
with dew, 
Nof yet for the ravage of winter I mourn; 
Kind nature the embryo bloſſom will ſave ; 
But when ſhall ſpring viſit the mouldering urn ? 
O when ſhall it dawn on the night of the 
grave! 


1 * 1 


4 Continuation of the Hermit, 

Was tha, by the glare of falſe ſcience 
. betray'd, 
That 410g to bewilder, and dazzle to blind ; 
y thoughts wont to roam, from ſhade onward 
to ſhade, 
Deſtruction before me, and ſorrow behind, 


Y, O pity great Father of light, then I cry'd, 

t dif Thy creature who fain would not wander from 
thee! 

Lo, humbled in duſt, I relinquiſh my pride; 

n her From doubt-and from darkneſs thou only can'ſt 


free. 


\ 


And darkneſs and doubt are now flying away, 
No longer I roam in conjecture forlorn; 
So breaks on the traveller, faint and aſtray, 

The bright and the balmy effulgence of morn. 
see truth, love, and mercy, in triumph deſcend- 
ing, | 
And 9 all glowing in Eden's firſt bloom! 
Jon the cold cheek of death ſmiles and. roſes are 

blending, 

And beauty immortal awakes from the tomb. 
And beauty, &c. 
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Sung by Miſt Walpole, in the Camp, 


HE fife and drum ſbund mertily, 
A ſoldier, a ſoldier's the lad tor me, 


With my true love I ſoon will be, 


For who ſo kind, ſo true as he, 

With him in every toll I'll ſhare, 

To pleaſe him ſhall be all my care, 
Each peril 1˙1I dare, | 
All hardſhips Vl bear; 

For a ſoldier, a ſoldier's the lad for me. 


Then if kind heaven preſerve my love, 
What rapturous joy ſhall his Nancy prove, 


Swift thro? the camp ſhall my footſteps bound, 
To meet my William with conqueſt crown'd. 
Cloſe to my faithful boſom preſt, 
Soon ſhall he huſh his cares to reſt, 

Claſp*d in theſe arms, 

Forget wars alarms. | 
For a ſoldier, a ſoldier's the lad for me. 


———— 
e 
BLACK EYED SUSAN. 


LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 
Oh! where ſhall I my true love find? 
Tell me ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
WV my ſweet iVilliam fails among your crew) 


| hange as ye lift, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 


( 97 I 
illiam, who high upon the yard, 
Rock'd by the billows too and fro, 
Soon as her well known voice he heard, 


| He ſigh'd, and caſt his eyes below; 


The rope ſlides {wiftly thro' his glowing hands, 
nd quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands 


So the ſweet lark high pois'd in air, 

3 Shuts clole his Piniens to his breaſt, | 
He chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, 
And drops at once into her neſt 

ne nobleſt captain in the Briti/ fleet, | 
Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſles ſweet. 


O Suſan ! Suſan! lovely dear! 

My vows ſhall ever true remain; 
et me kiſs off that falling tear: ; 
We only part to meet again. 


he faithful compals that ſtill points to thee, 


[ Believe not what the landmen ſay, 
Wo tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 
Fhey'll tell thee, ſailors, when away, 

In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find ; 
es, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
or thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 


f to fair India's coaſt we fail, 
Thine eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright; 
hy breath is Afric s ſpicy gale ; 

Thy Kin is ivory {o white: 

hus ey'ry beauteous object that I view, 

akes in my ſoul fome charm of lovely Sue. 


1 * 1 
Tho! battle calls me from thy arms, M4 
Let not my+pretty Suſan mourn * 2 
Tho' cannons roar, yet ſafe from Io. heh 
William ſhall to his dear return: 2 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me 


12201 4 


$15 Vis 


Leſt precious tears ſhould 2 from COM eye. 1 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their ſwelling boſom Ml 
No longer muſt ſne ſtay on board 

They kiſs'd, ſhe figh'd, © he hung his head: 
Her leſs ning boat unwilling rows to land: 
Adieu! ſhe cry*d and wWav'd her lily hand. 


DINE; 
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ATOSS ADVICE. © 


8 Plato, why ſhow man be yair? 
Since bounte bus heay*n hath made him 
Why look with inſolent diſdain 

On thoſe undeck'd With wealth or ſtate? 
Can coſtly robes, or beds of down | 
Or all the gems that deck the fair: e 
Can n all the glories, of a crown * OY RN 
Give health, or eie the brow of tate 2” © * 
„ IRGg eee W114 | 
The ſcepter*d king, the burgen'd ſlay * 
The humble and the hav ghty' die * 8 og 
The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave,” Y 
In duſt, without diſtintion 1 e. * b 0-4 


un — 


t 
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* 
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0 ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 
Wo once the greateſt title wore, . 


Per wealth and glory they're bereft, 
an And all their honours are no more. 


Po flies the meteor thro! the Kies, 

And ſpreads along a gilded train; 

hen ſhot—'tis gone; its beauty dies, 

Diſſolves to common air again: 

Po 'tis with us, wy. jovial ſouls, — 

5 Let friendſhip reign, while here we ſtay: 

t's crown our joy with flowing bowls ; 
1 We. 


- 


| 8S O N G, 
Song in Love in & Village. 


OW happy were my days till now ! 
I ne*'er did forrow feel; 
Win joy I roſe to milk my cow, 


Or take my ſpinning wheel. 


My heart was lighter than a fly, 
Like any bird I fung, 

Till he pretended love, and I 
Beliey'd his flatt ring tongue. 


Pon the wel! the filly, filly fool, 
* Who truſts what man may be 
ww 4 I wiſh I was a maid again, 
ks And in wy own country, 


1 
N 
Sung by Mr. Reinhold, in Love in a e 


© 20nþ en neꝰ er bluſh for a trifle like 
this ; 
What harm with a fair-one to toy and to kiſs ? 
The greateſt and graveſt (a truce with grimace) 
Wou'd do the ſame thing, where they in the fame 


* 


No age, no profeſſion, no ſtat ion is free; 
To ſovereign beauty, mankind bends the knee: 
That power, reſiſtleſs, no ſtrength can oppoſe ; 
We all love a pretty girl—under the roſe. 


— 
+8..:0,,.N, , * 
Song by 2 Mr. | Dunputl in Love in a vide. 


PLAGUE of theſe Wb they make ſuch 
a pother, 

When once they have let Na man hive his will ; 
They're always a whining for ſometbing or 32 
And cry he's unkind in his carriage. 

What thof he ſpeak em ne'er-ſo fairly, 
Still they keep teazing, teazing on, Py 
You cannot perſuade*%em'; - +9 
Till promiſe you've made 
And after they 've got N 
They'll you—ad rot it! 
Their character's blaſted, they're ruin'd, undone 2 


ce 


1C 


ry 


And then, to be ſure, ſir, 
There is but one cure ſir, 
And all their diſcourſe is of marriage, 


— —— vJ— 


A 
CYMON AND IPHIGENTA, A CANTATA, 
Sung by Mr. Beard. 
RECITATIVE. 


"EAR a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 
ſhade, 

Seem'd molt for love and contemplation made, 

A cryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 
Whole flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe : 
Thither retir'd from Phoebus? ſultry ray, 

And lull'd in fleep, fair Iphigema lay. 

Cymon, a clown, who never dreamt of love, 

By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring grove: 


le trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 


And whiltled as he went for want of thought: 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 

He gap'd—he ſtared! her lovely form ſurvey'd ; 
And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 
Beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue. 


A I R. 


The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy boſom ſhews the ik y, 
— Completes the rural ſcene: 
D 2 


| 
| 
| 


E 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, 


All heav'n itſelf is ſure dilplay'd, 
Too 10 Iphigene ! 


RECITATI VE» hag 


She wakes and NW-—pcer) Cymon crembling 
ſtands, 

Down falls the ſtaf from his unnerv'd hands : 

Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear; 

Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near. 

Half-rais'd, with gentle accent ſhe replies, 

Oh, Cymon ! if *tis you, I need not riſe 

Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain 

Purſue thy way, and let me fleep again. 

The clown, tranſported,” was not ſilent long, 

But thus with exſtacy teombe his ſong : 


ATR 0 
* 9 : * 


©" Thy Jetty locks, that careleſs break, 
In wonton ringlets, down thy neck; 
Thy love- inſpiring mien; 
Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape, inchant me ſo, 
I die for Iphigene. 


RECITATIVE. 


Amaz d, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence 
The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe 

She gazes—finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait,” 
And thinks he might improve his auk'ard gait; 
Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, 

At the ſame hour to meet his faithful friend. 
Thus mighty love could teach a clown to plead : 
And nature's language ſureſt will ſueceed. 


ng 


: 
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| Our wine ſhall be old, bright and ſound, wy ales 
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Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 

Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire ; 

Love can rage itſelf control, 

And elevate, and elevate the human ſoul ; 

Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate, 

Had made our lives of too long date : 
But bleſt with beauty, and with love, 

We taſte what angels do above, &c. 


OO —— _—— [ä —-—2 - — 
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A coNvIvIAL  $ONG. 

AVE women and wine there is nothing in life, 
That can bribe honeſt fouls to endure it ; 
For the heart is perplex'd, and ſurrounded with 

care, 
Dear women and wine only cure it. 


Come on, then, my Ney wel have women and 
wine, 
And wiſely to purpoſe hay them 
He's a fool that refules ſuch bleſſings divine, 
Whilſt vigour and health can enjoy them. 


ac 
To heighten our am'rous fires ; 

Our girls plump and ſound, ſhall kiſs with a ſmack, 
And 5 1 all our deſires, 


9 3., 
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© WHAT A CHARMING THING'S A BATTLE,” 


HAT a charming thing's a battle, 
Trumpets ſounding, drums a beating; 
Crack, crack, crack, the cannons rattle, 
Every heart with j Joy elating. 

With what pleaſure are we ſpying, 
From the front and from the rear, 
Round us in the ſmoaky air, 

Heads and limbs and bullets flying! 

Then the groans of ſoldiers dying; 

Jiult lixe iparrows as it Were, 

At each pop, 
Hundreds drop, 

While the muſkets prittle prattle : 

Kill'd and wounded, 
Lie confounded ; 
What a charming thing's a battle ! 
But the pleaſant joke of all, 
Is when to cloſe attack we fall; 
Like mad bulls each other butting, | 
Shooting, ſtabbing, maiming, t 1 
Horſe and foot, 
All go to't, 

Kill's the word both men and cattle: 

Then to plunder, 4} | 

Blood and thunder, 


What a charming thing's a battle 


| 


E 


e 


A HUNTING SONG. 


RECITATIVE. 


1 whiſtling plonghman hails the bluſhing 
£ | dawn, 2 

The thruih melodions drowns the ruſtic note, 
Loud {ings the blackbird thro? reſounding groves, 
And the lark ſoars to meet the riſing ſun, 


. 


Away, to the corpſe lead away; 
And now, my boys, throw off the hounds: 
I'll warrant he ſhews us ſome play; 
See, yonder he ſkulks thro? the grounds, 


| Then ſpur your briſk courſers, and ſmoke 'em, 
| my bloods : 
Tis a delicate ſcent-lying morn : 
What concert is equal to thoſe of the. woods, 
Betwixt echo, the hounds, and the horn? 


Each earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
In cover no ſafety can find ; | 
So he breaks it, and ſcours amain, 
And leaves us a diſtance behind, 
D 4 
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Ober rocks, and o'er riyers, and hedges we fr, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn ; | 


Stout Reynard we'll follow until that he die; 
leer up the good dogs with the horn. 


And now he ſcarce creeps thro? the dale, 
All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue; 
His ſpeed can no longer ayail, 
Nor his life can his cunning prolong. 
From our ſtaunch and fleet pack *twas in vain that 
he fled, 
See his bruſh falls bemir'd forlorn ; 
The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead, 
And ſhout to the ſound of the horn. 


8 . N :G, 
TRE ROAST. BEEF OF OLD ENGLAND, 


RECITATIVEs 


6 WAS at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
Where Tad deſpair and famine always 
wells 

A meagre Frenchman, madame Grandſire's cook, 

As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe, that way took, 

Bending beneath the weight of ſam'd fir-loin, 

On which in vain he offer wilth®d to dine: 

Good father Dominic by chance came by, 

With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye; 
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Who when he firſt beheld the greaſy load, 
His benediction on ir he beſtow'd ; 


And as the ſolid fat his fingers prefs'd, 
He lick'd his chops, and thus the.knight addreſs'd. 


* AIR. 
6 | (A lovely Lafs to a Friar, came, Ke.) 


O rare roaſt beef! loy'd by all mankind 
- If I was doom'd to have thee, 
When dreſs'd and garniſn'd to my mind, 
And ſwimming | in thy gravy, 
Not all thy country's force combin'd. 
Should from my fury ſave thee; 


Renown'd ſir-loin, of times decreed, 
The theme of Engliih ballad ; 

On thee, e'en kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchman's palate : 

Then how much doth thy taſte exceed 
Soup-meagre, frog, and ſallad ! 


RECITATIYE., 


A alf. ſtarv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and lean, 
Who {uch a fight before had never feenz, 
Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food: 

His morning's meſs forſook the (friendly bowl) 
And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole : 
He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 

| fund then, in plaintive Gs declar'd his grief.. 
; | 4 | 1:t7 
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(Foot's Minuet ) 


Ah, ſacre Die! vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat look ſo tempting red and vite ? 
Begar it is de roaſt beef from Londree: 

O] grant to me van letal bite, 
& 
But to my guts if you give no heeding, 
And cruel fate dis boon denies, 
In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 
Return, and let me feaſt my eyes. 


RECITATIVE., 


His fellow-guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
(Whoſe brazen front his country did betray) 
From tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 

By honeſt means to gain his daily bread ; 
Soon as the well known proſpect he deſcry'd, 
In blubb' ring accents dolefully he cry'd ; 


AIR, 
(Ellen a Reon) 


Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 

Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
So taking thy fight is, 

My joy that ſo light is, 1 

To view thee, by pailfuls runs out of my eyes. 


194 
While here I remain my liſe's not worth a farthing, 
While here I remain my life's not worth a farthing, 
Ah, hard hearted Loui! 
Why did I come to you? 
The gallows, more kind, would have ſav'd me 
from ſtarving. | 


RECITATI VEs 


Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney ſat, 

Who ſed his noſe and ſeratch'd his ruddy pate: 
But when Old England's bulwark he eſpy'd, 

His dear lov'd mull, alas! was thrown aſide: 
With lifted hands he bleſs'd his native place, 
Then ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his caſe ; 


AIR, 
( Tae | Brooms of C owdentnows ) 


How hard, oh! Sawney, is thy lot, 
Who was ſo blythe of late, f 

To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is ſo great! 


O the beef the bonny bonny beef, Wah 
When roaſted mice and brown ; „ 

I wiſh I had a ſlice of thee, | 
How ſweet it would gang dotun. 


Ah, Charley! hadſt thou not been ſeen, 
This ne'er had happ'd to me; 
J would the deel had pick'd mine ey'n, 
Eer I had gang'd wi' thee. 
| O the beef, &e. 
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1 it 20 znvoirte nad 
1 e /RECITATIVE. 150 zi za „! 


But, ſee, my mintfe to England takes her fight, 

Where Gealth and plenty ſocially unite : 

ones ſmiling freedom _ n George's 
throne, 21 51 

And whips, and chains, and. tortures are not 

known ; 
Tho? Britain's: fame in loftieſt ſtrains ſhould ring. 
In ruſtic fable give me 1 to ſing. 


As once ona time, a young frog pert and vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
He boaſted his ſize he could quickly attain, 


O the roaſt beef. of Old England, 
And O the Old Engliſd . . 


of 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 
Mamma, who ſtood by, like a knowing old dame, 
Cry'd, ſon, to atterypr it you're ſurely to blame: 

| O the roaſt beef, &c. 


But, deaf to advice, he for glory did thirſt z 
An effort he ventur*d more ſtrong than the firſt, | 
Tilt ſeeking and ſtraining too hard, made him 


O the roof beefy, 4 Fe. 


7 
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Then Britons be valiant, the moral is clear; 
The ox is Old England, the frog is Monſieur; 
Whoſe puffs and bravadoes we need never ſear. 
O the roaſt beef, &c 


8 For while by our commerce and arts we are able 

To fee the ſir-loin ſmoaking hor on our table; 

ot The French may &en burſt, like the frog in 
the n | 


* 3 nin © the van beef, &t. 


| 
. 


$ 0 N 6, 
oa by Hodge, in Lene, in a nile 


"ELL, well, ſay no more; 
. So you told me before, 
know the full length of my tether. 
Do you think I'm a fool, 
That I need go to hands 
I can ſpelt you and put you together. 


A and wwche wiſe, Mr nch . 
Will always ſufficeʒñʒñ: 7 hes 


m Adds ſaiggers ! go talk to your Narrgey! j 
I'm not ſuch an elf, 1 
e. Thof I fay't myſelf, 


But 1 know a ſheep's head from a carrot, 


ee eee 
| FAIR unk. | 


AIR Hebe I left with a cautious deſign, 

To eſcape from her charms, and to drown 
min wine: 
I try'd it, but found, when I came to depart, 
The wine in my head, and ſtill love in my heart. 
I repair'd to my Reaſon, intreated her aid, 
Who paus'd on my cale, and each circumſtance 
weigh'd, 9 

Then gravely pronounc'd, in return to my pray'r, 
That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 


That's a truth, reply'd I, I've". no need to de 
taught, | 

I came for your council-to find out a fault ; 

If that's all, quoth Reafon, return as you came, 
To find fault with Hebe would forfeit my name. 
What hopes then, alas! of relief from my pain, 
While like lightning ſhe darts thro” each throb- 

bing vein, 7 
My ſenſes contirm me a flave to ber charms. 
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THE BEE. 


BUSY humble Bee am I, 
That range the garden ſunny 
From flow'r to flow*r 1 changing fly, 
And ey'ry flow'r's my honey. 
| Bright Chloe, with her golden hair, 
And while my rich junquile is, e 
Till, cloy'd with ſipping Nectar there, 
| 9 ſhift to roſy Phillis. 
I ſhift, &e. 


But Phillis's ſweet opening breaſt, 
Remains not long my ſtation ; 

For Kitty muſt be now addreſs'd, 
My ſpicy breath'd carnation, 

Yet Kitty's fragrant bed I leave, 
To other flow'rs I'm rover ; 

| And all in turns my love receives 

The gay wide garden over. 


F The gay, &e. 
Variety that knows no bound, 
My roving fancy edges, 
And oft with Flora I am found, 
In dalliance under hedges: 
For as I am an afrrant Bee, 
Who range each bank that's ſunny, 
Both fields and gardens are my fee; 
And ev'ry flow'r's my honey. 


And ev'ry, &e. 


— - 


— 
— 


— 
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n or Ne; Os 


Fw 


Sung in the Regiſter-Office. 


Ml ſweet pretty Mog, you're as ſoft as a bog, 
And wild as a kitten, and wild as a kitten: 

Thoſe eyes in your ſace (O pity my caſe) ) 

Poor Dermot hath ſmitten, poor Dermot hath 

ſmitten. 

For ſofter than ſilk, and as fair as new milk, 

Your lily-white hand is, your lily-white hand is: 

Your ſhape's like a pail, from your head to your tail, 


\Yowre ſtrait as a wand is, you're ſtrait as a wand is. 


Your lips red as cherries, and your curling hair is 

As black as the devil, as black as. the devil: 

Your breath is as fweet too as any potatoe, 

Or orange from Seville, or orange from Seville, 

When dreſs'd in your boddice, you trip like a 
goddeſs, 

So nimbly, fo friſky, ſo nimbly, ſo friſky ; 

A kiſs on your cheek (tis ſo ſoft and ſo ſſeek) 

Wauld warm me like whiſky, would warm me 
like 180840 F 

I grunt and 1 pine, and ſob like a. ſwine, 

Becauſe you're ſo cruel, becauſe you're ſo cruel; 

No reſt can I take, and aſleep or awake 

I dream. o of my jewel, I dream of my, jewel. 

Your hate then give over, nor Dermot your lover, 

So. cruelly handle, ſo cruelly handle ! | 

Or Dermot muſt die, like a pig in à ſtye, 


Or ſupif of a candle, or ſnuff. of AA: eu. 


———— a —— 


on 


Sung in Midas. * i 
E's as tight a lad to ſee to, 
As e'er ſtepp'd in leather ſhoe 
And what's better, he loves me too, 
And to him I' prove true-blue. 


Tho? my ſiſter caſts an hawk's eye, 
I defy what ſhe can do; 
1 He o'erlook*d the little doxy, 
I'm the girl he means to woo, 


{ Hither I ſtole out to meet him; 

He H no doubt my ſteps purſue, 

1 If the youth prove true, I'll fit him, 
If he's falſe—P'H fit him too. 


e 
Sung in Cymon. 


AIs cold finty heart it is you who have 


warm'd, 
You waken'd my paſſions, my ſenſes have charm'd; 
In vain againſt merit and Cymon I ſtrove, 
What's late without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love ? 
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The froſt nips the bud, and the roſe cannot blow, 
From youth that is froſtnip no raptures can flow; 
Elyſium to him but a deſart will prove: 

What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love? 


The ſpring ſhould be warm, the young ſeaſon be 
ay's.* 
Her birds and her flow'rets make blithſome ſweet 
' Mays 
Love bleſſes the cottage, and ſings thro? the grove, 
What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love. 
Whats life, &c. 


———— ö —— — 
87 0 NN": ©, 
A Hunting po Sung at buena. 


Ae n 3 {4 


HA the horn calls away; 
Come the grave come the gay; 

Wake to muſic that wakens the ſkies, 

Quit the bondage of ſloth, and ariſe. 


AIR. 


From the eaſt breaks the morn, 
See the ſun beams adorn 
The wild heath and the mountains ſo high, +» 
The wild, n 
Shrilly opes the ftannch hound, 
The ſteed neighs to the ſound, 1 
And the floods and the vallies reply 144 
| And the floods, &c, 


| 


. _ 


of - 


Our forefathers ſo good 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood 
By encount'ring the hart and the doars, 
By encount”ring, &e. 


e Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 
Age and youth urg'd the chaſe, 
t And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar, ; 
And taught, &c, 
e, Hence, of noble deſcent, 
. Hills and wilds we frequent, | 
Ce Where the boſom of nature's reveal'd, 


. Where the, &c. 
Tho? in life's buſy day, 
Man of man makes a prey, 
Still let our's be the prey of the field, 


Still let ours, &, 


With the chace full in ſight, 

Gods! how great the. delight! 
How our mortal ſenſations refine ! 
How our, &c, 
Where is care, where is fear? 

Like the winds in the rear, 
And the man's loſt in ſomething divine, 
And the man's, &c, 


Now to horſe, my brave boys: 
Lo! each pants for the joys, 
4 That anon ſhall enliven the whole, | 
"Ca That anon, &c. 
| That at eve we'll diſmount, | | 
Toils and pleaſures recount, 
And renew the chace over the bowl. 
Gs And renew, &e. 
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S 0 IN 


A $0LD1nR's SONG, 


E comes, he comes, the hero comes! * 
Sound, ſound the trumpet, beat, beat the 
drum 3 
From port to port let cannons roar, 
He) s welcome to the Britiſh ſhore, 


| Propare, prepare, your ſongs prepare : 
| Loud, loudly rend the echoing air: 
From pole to pole your joys reſound, 
For virtue's his, with glory crown'd. — 


| ” 


| — —_—  —  —  — ___ 


0 
| Sung im the Conſcious Lovers. 


17 love's a frrect alien. how can it torment ? 

If bitter, O tell me whence comes my content; 
| Since I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain, 
| [ Or grieve at my fate, ſince I know tis in vain 
it Yet fo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft. is the dart, 
That at once it both wounds me and tickles my 
heart, | ; 


* ww 


Whoſe wiſhes are warm and fincere, 


= 7M 


I graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing down, 

And by paſſionate ſilence I make my love known 

But oh! how I'm bleſt, when ſo kind ſhe does 
prove, 

By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 

When, in ſtriving to hide, ſhe” reveals all her 
flame, 

And our eyes tell each other what neither dare 

name 


How pleaſing is beauty] how ſweet are her charms! 

Her embraces how joyful ! how peaceful her arms ! 

Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love ; 

"Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above: 

And to beauty's bright n all heroes muſt 
yield ; : 

For 'tis beauty that conquers and keeps the fair 
field. 


— — | 


8 


- Hine by Maſs Catley, in Love in a Village, 
N. ©: 98. 
I love ſhould there meet a fond pair, 
Untutor'd by faſhion or art, 61.7} 


Whoſe words are the ern of ths heart, 


If ought of ſubſtantial delight: — 
On this ſide the ſtars can be found; 

"Tis fure when that couple unite, ' 

And Cupid by Hymen is crown'd, 


3 


ö. 


THE PIDGEON. 


HY tarries my love, 
Why tarries my love, | 
Why tarries my love from me; 
Come hither my dove, 
F'Il write to my love, 
And ſend him a letter by thee. 
And ſend him, &c. 


T1l tie it to thy leg, | 
Pl! tie it to thy leg, * 
; PI tie it ſo faft with a ſtring 3 
Ah not to my leg, 
Fair lady I beg, 
But faſten it under my w ing. 


It rain'd and it blew, 
It rain'd and it blew, 
And he flew, he flew, and he flew, 
Till wet was his wing, 
And painful the ſtring, _ 
And heavy the letter it grew. 


She drew o'er his neck, 
She drew o'er his neck, 
A bell and a collar ſo gay 3 
She tied to his wing, 
The ſcroll with'a ſtring, 
And kils'd him, ſo ſent him away. 


14 
He flutter'd around, 
Till Colin he found, 
And his poor little heart it did burn; 
The ſhepherd went back, 
But woe and alack, 
The Pidgeon did never return. 


_ 


Sung in Thomas and Sally. 
A you who would wiſh to ſucceed with a laſs, 


Learn how the affair's to be done; 
For, if you ſtand fooling, and ſhy, like an aſs, 
You'll loſe her as ſure as a gun. 


With whining, and ſighing, and vows, and all that 
As far as you pleaſe you may run; 

' She'll hear you, and jeer you, and give you a pat, 

But jilt you, as ſure as a gun. 


To worſhip and call her bright poddeſs, is fines 
But, mark you the conſequence, .mum s - - - 
The bagg⸗ ge will think herſelf really divine, 

And ſcorn you, as ſure as a gun. | 


Then be with a maiden bold, frolic, and Foy 
And no opportunity ſhun: . . 

She'll tell you ſhe hates you, and ſwear ſhe'll cry out, 
But mum ſhe's as {ure as a gun. | 
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TNR SPINNING-WHEEL: 


| O eaſe his heart, and own his flame, 
Young Jockey to my . came, 

And tho“ 1 lik'd him paſſing weel 11 

I careleſs turn'd my ſpinting-wheel, 0 


DD 


| My milk-white hand he did extoll, 
And prais'd my fingers long and ſmall : 
Unuſual joy my heart did feel, 

But ftill I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. | 


| | 

| wy 

| Then round about my ſlender waiſt, i 
| He claſp'd his arms, and me embrac'd ; ! 
To kiſs my hand he down did kneel, 
Burt yet I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 


With gentle voice I bid him riſe, 
He bleſs d my neck, my lips, and eyes: 
My fondneſs I could ſcarce conceal, 
But yet I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 


.- TW bolder grown, ſo cloſ he prefs'd, 
r eee #8 

Then puſh'd him from my rock and reel, ' 
And angry turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 7. | 


At laſt when I began to chide, 
He ſwore he meant me for his bride; 


*T'was then my love I did reveal, 
And flung away my ſpinning-wbeel. 


—_ - ——j— 4 


1 
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$.: 01 No G 
/ THE NUN. 


URE a laſs in her bloom at the age of nineteen, 
Was ne'*er ſo diſtreſs'd as of late 1 have been; 


I know not, I vow, any harm 1 have done, 


But mother oft tells me ſhe*l] have me a Nun, 
But mother, &c. 


Don't you think it a pity a girl ſuch as I, 
Shou'd be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt, and to cry; 
With ways ſo devout I'm not like to be won, 


And my heart it loves frolic too well for a Nun. 


To hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and ſwear, 
Is a thouſand times better to me, I declare ; 


l can keep myſelf chaſte, nor by wiles be undone 


— 


Nay, beſides I'm too handſome, I think, for a Nun. 


Not to love or be loy'd, oh I never can bear, 
Nor yield to be ſent to—one cannot tell where 
To live or to die, in this caſe were all one; 
Nay, I ſooner would die than be reckon'd a Nun. 


Perhaps but to teaze me, ſhe threatens me ſo, 


I'm ſure were ſhe me, ſhe would ſtoutly ſay no: 


But if ſhe's in earneſt, I from her will run, 
And be marry'd in ſpite, that I mayn*c be a Nun. 


E 
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SD" INC Os 
THE BONNY BROOM. 


Sung at Vauxhall, 


OW blithe was I each morn to ſee 
My ſwain come o'er the hill! 

He leap*d the brook, and flew to me; 

I met him with good will : 
I neither wanted ewe nor lamb, 

When his flocks near me lay 
He gather*d in my ſheep at night. 

And cheer'd me all the day. 


Oh! the broom, the bonny broom, 
Where loſt was my repole ; 

I wiſh I was with my dear ſwain, 
With his pipe and my ewes. 


He tun'd his pipe and reed fo ſweet, 

The birds ſtood liſt'ning by; 

The fleecy flock ſtood ſtill and gaz'd, 
Charm'd with his melody: 

While thus we ſpent our time, by turns, 
Betwixt our flocks and play, 

I envy*d not the faireſt dame, 
Tho” e'er ſo rich and gay. 


' OA, the broom, &c. 


Mor 

He did oblige me ev'ry hour 
Cou'd I but faithful be? 

He ſtole my heart, cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he aſk'd of me? 

Hard fate ! that I muſt baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 

Becauſe 1 lov'd the kindeſt ſwain, 
That ever yet was born. 


el 
MAD TOM, 


Fehr from my dark and diſmal cell, 
Or from the dark abyſs of hell, 
Mad Tom is come to view the world again, 
To ſee if he can cure his n brain. 


| Fears and cares  oppreſs my ſoul : 
Hark! how the angry furies howl ; 
Pluto laughs, and Proferpine is glad, 
| To ſee poor avgry Tom of Bedlam bad, 


1 Through the world 1 wander night and day, 
| To find my ſtraggling ſenſes ; 

In angry mood I met old Time, 

With his pentateuch of tenſes, 


When me he ſpies, away he flies, 
For Time will ſtay for no man: 

In vain with cries I rend the Kies, 
For pity is not common. 


XC. 


Oh ! the broom, &c, 


. — JO Ou — 7 N 
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Cold and comfortleſs 1 be, 
Help! help! or elſe I die! 
Hark! I hear Apollo's team, 
The carman *gins to whiſtle ; 
Chaſte Diana bends her bow, 
And the boar begins to briſtle, _ 


Come Vulcan with tools ny with tackle] 1 
And knock off my troubleſome ſhackle ; 
Bid Charles make ready his wain, 


To bring me my ſenſes again. 


Laſt night I heard the dog ſtar bark ; 
Mars met Venus in the dark; 
Limping Vulcan heat an iron bar, 

And furiouſly made at the god of war: 


Mars with his weapon laid about; 

Limping Vulcan had got the gout; 

His broad horns did ſo hang in his light, 
That he could not ſee to aim his blows aright. 


Mercury the nimble poſt ot heaven, 
Stood ſtill. to ſee the quarrel 

Barrel-belly'd Bacchus, giant-like, 
Beſtrid a ſtrong beer barrel : 

To me he drank whole butts, 

Until he burſt his guts, 
But mine were ne*er the wider. 

Poor Tom is very dry, 

A little drink for charity, 


. 


Hark! I hear Acteon's hounds 
The huntſman whoop and hollow, 
Ringwood, Rockwood, Jowler, Bowman; 
All the chace do follow. 


The man in the moon drinks claret, 
Fats powder'd beef, turnip and carrot; 
But a cup of Malaga ſack, 

Will fire the buſh at his back. 


N 
| Sung in Comus, 


FEY ſwiftly, ye minutes, till Comus receive 
The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty can 

give: | | 
The bows frolic joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſhe, in return, yield thee raptures of love. 


t. 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 

Pow'r and grandeur inſipid, and riches a pain: 

The moſt ſplendid palace grows dark as the grave: 
{ Love and wine give, ye gods! or take back what 
| ye gave. * 1 


| 
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AS NOW MY BLOOM, 
* Sung at Vauxhall, 


S now my bloom comes on a-pace, 
The ſwains begin to teaze me, 
But two who claim the foremoſt place, 
Try difterent ways to pleaſe me; 
To judge aright, and choole the beſt, 
Is not ſo ſoon decided, 
When both their merits are expreſs d, 
I may be leſs divided. 


Palzmon's flocks unnumber'd ſtray, 
He's rich beyond all meafure, 
Wou'd I but ſmile, be kind and gay, 
He'd give me all his treaſure; 

But then our years ſo diſagree, 
50 much as I remember, 
It is but May Pm ſure with me, 
With him it is December. 


Can I, who ſcarcely am in bloom, 
Let froſt and ſnow be ſuing, 


*T would ſpoil each rip'ning } Joy to come, 


Bring ev'ry charm to ruin. 
Far dreſs and ſhew to touch my pride, 
My little heart is panting, 
But then there's ſomething elſe beſide, 
1 oon ſhould find was wanting. 


: 


3 
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Then Colin thou my choice ſhalt gain, 
For thou wilt n&er deceive me, 

And grey hair'd wealth ſhall plead in vain, 
For thou haſt more to give me : 

My fancy paints thee full of charms, 
Thy looks ſo young and tender: 

Love beats his new and fond alarms, 
To thee I now ſurrender. 


* 


———rðFNjꝝ — . ᷑ ꝓm—I— 
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Sung in the Chaplet, by Mr, Vernon. 


| about the briſk bow], 'twill enliven the 
heart, | 
While thus we fit round on the graſs : 
The lover who talks of his ſuff'rings and ſmart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs ; 
Deſeroes, &c. 


The wretch, who ſits watching his ill-gotten pelf, 


And wiſhes to add to the maſs. 
Whate'er the curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs : 
ee De ſerves, &c. 


The beau, who ſo ſmart with his well-powder'd 
hair, 
An angel beholds in his glaſs, * 
And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the fair, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs : 
| Deſeroes, &c. 


E 4 
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The merchant from cumate to climate will rare. 

Of Creſus the wealth to ſurpaſʒñ NV 

An oft, while he's wand'ring, my lady at tome 
Claps the horns of ag ox on the aſs : f 

n the — Ke. 


The lawyer ſo grave, when he puts in his plea, 5 
With forehead well fronted with brafs, 
Tho? he talks to no purpoſe, he Pockets your lee; 
Then you, my good friend, are an als: 
* Then you, &c. 
The formal pbyfſel cian, ' who knows ev'ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this elaſs; g 
Thie ſick man a while may confide in his (kill, 
But death proves the doctor an aſs; 
But death, ke. 


* 


Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 


| By turns take our bottle and laſs ; 

| For he who his pleaſures puts off for a 9 4 
| Deſerves zcbe n an aſs; | 
| SETS 03 29 ith dame &e. | 


— —— —— — 
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THE noi, * 


| MAN that's neleben bigh nor + leon, 
In party nor in ſtaturez 
No noiſy rake, nor fickle beau, 
That's wi'd to cringe and flatter, 


Kc, 


rm ͤ uä—y d 


1 


And let him be 1 no learned fool, 
That nods o'er muſty books x | 
That eats and. drinks, and lives by rule, 
And weighs my words and looks, 


Let him be eafy, frank, and gay, 
Of dancing never tir d; 
Aways have ſomething ſmart to fox, 
But ſilent, if 3 err vn 


— ——ęꝶ 


S 0 N . 
Fung in camur, 


RECITATIVE, 


He gentle was my Damon 's air! 
Like ſunny beams his golden hair; 
His voice was like the nightingale's, 
More ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales: 
How hard ſuch beauties to reſign ! 
And yet the cruel taſk is mine. 
Dow hard, &c.. 
* — 


AIR. 
On ev'ry hill, in ev'ry grove, 
Along the margin of each ſtream, 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love ; 


I mourn, and Damon is my thame: 
The hills, th- groves, the ſtreams remain, 


But Damon there Ieek in vain:! fl „ n 
E 5 


Tue a oo - 


( #4 ] 
From hill, from dale, each charm is fled 3 .. 
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleale no wer! Th 
Each flow'r.ip- pity: droops it head 
All nature does my loſs. deplore,, c bas 
All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain, a 
Yet Damon ſtill I feek in vain 3 MC / I 
1 > 774 ke. 
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Sung by. Miſs. Catleyy in hm. 


HE wanton god, Who pigrees hearts, 

1 Dips in gall his pointed darts; 
ut the nymph diſdains to pine; 

Who bathes 7 s, oe n 
Roſy wine, roſy wine, | 
Who bathes the wound, wick aol, Pings, de EMT 
10 tier ng LD 
ö Farewel lovers when they're "Uloy'd, Lan 
If I'm ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy'd ; 1 
il] Sure the ſqucemiſhi fops are free 3 
| To rid me of dull company 
| Sure they're free, ſure they're free, 
JI 0o rid me of dull comgan y. 


If ' 
. 6 een $9544.53 17 Iz! 
h They have charms, whilſt mine can pleaſe 3 
il I love them much, but more my eaſe: 
Do jealous fears my love moleſt, "eh = 
Nor faithleſs yows ſhall break. BIS | EN 
| Break my reſt, ſhall break my re . 
Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt, 


— 
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Why ſhould they ere give me pain, 
Who to give me joy diſdain ? 

All I hope of mortal man 

Is to love me while he can; 

While he can, while he can, 

Is to loye me while he can. 


a 
Sung in Comus. 
3 you taſte the noon-tide air, 


To yon fragrant bow'r repair, = 
Where woven with'the poplar bow, 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you. * 
The mantling vine wilt ſhelter qu: 


Down each ſide a fountain flows, rt * = 


Tinkling, murm'ring, as it goes, ' . 

Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 

Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, = 

Sultry Phoebus ſcorehing round: —_ 
PUYT cos 44-4418 Sultry, Ke. | 


ec 


„ 


— - — * 


Round the languid herds and ſheep, 
Stretch'd o'er ſunny hillocks, ſſeep ; 
While on the hyacinth and roſe 
The fair does all alone repoſe, © 


The fair does all alone repoſe; _ FED 
All alone; yet in her arms 
Your breaſt ſhall beat to love's alarm. 


Till bleſt, and bleſſing, yon ſhall own 
The joys of love are joys alone. 


The j oys, &c, 


a ad. 


of . — -——— 
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THE CRYING AND LAUGHING; 94 43231}: 1 . 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Fandel, 


] 

To 

HEN I wake with painſul brow, „ „l a 
W 


Ere the cock begins to crow, 
Toſſing, tumbling in my bed, 


Aching heart, and aching head. | Ines 
Pond'ring over human ils 8 
Cruel Balli, Taylor's bills, „ Nam of 
Fluſh and Pam throws up at L. eon 
When theſe ſorrows ſtrike my vieẽx̃ͤ 1 oY 
ler „ wet u'' I: 


And to ſtop the guſhing tear, 
Wipe it with the pillowbeer, 


But when ſportive evening comes, 
Routs, Ridottos, balls, and drums, 
Caſinos here, Feſtinos there, 

Mirth and paſtime ev'ry where. 


Seated by a ſprightly laſs, 
Smiling with the ſmiling glaſsz __ EY 1 
When theſe pleaſures are my lot. 
Taylors, Baibffs all forgot, a big +1891 nit 

I laugh nt ©," Jer" dh 115 
Careleſs what may then befall, ns! 935401; ad 
Thus I ſhake my ſides at all. 8 6 


[5 3 
"1 Then again, when I peruſe, 
3 O'er my tea the morning news, 
ti Diſmal tales of plunder'd houſes, 
;V Wanton wives and cuckold ſpouſes ; 
When I read of money lent, 
I At ſixteen and half per cent. 
„ RT IN 0G FS 
But if e'er the muffin's gone, 
Simp'ring, enters honeſt John. 
« Sir, Miſs Lucy's at the door, 
« Waiting in a chaiſe and four,” 
I Þ Inſtant vaniſh all my cares, © W eins 
„swift I ſcamper down the ſtairs „ 
4 And laugh - = - - _ 
„a, } So may this indulgent throng, _ 


ge | Who-gow ſmiling grace my ſong, _ PRES) 
Never more cry oh! oh! la! 2 
But join with me in ha! hal! ha! 
ö ; A 
| [553 1% wo 26- Shs \ 
| — — . —— 
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THE CRYING AND LAUGHING so. 
Sung by Mrs. Wrighten at Kerr 


| WHEN the hated morning's * Tr ne 
Peeping in, off nds my agu, 1 en W 
IToſfing to and fro in bed, 
Aching heart and aching head; 
Counting o'er my various ills, 
is Fickle Lovers, Mercers bills; 

{4 All the ſums I've loſt at dice, 

When theſe in my mind ariſe, 

1 


<< > 


SELLERS "46101 * 


LI. . 
= 


. . 


- 
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But if tis Pantheon night, 

Or that Ranelaugh invite, 
Chicheratas here, Macheratas there, 
Or to Vauxhall, 1 repair; | 
If I meet my Lord Perfume, 

Or dear CoPnel Thunder-Bumb 3 
When ſuch pleaſures are my tot, 
Fickle lovers all forgot, | 
Dice and Mercer's bills forgot— 
T1 laugh +» >»! '« 


Then, if in the Morning Poſt, 
I read reputations. loſt, a7 2.1 
Sly intrigues, and cuckold ſponſes, 
Great debates in both the houſes z 
When Pm told that diſſipation, 
Folly, lux'ry, rule the-hation z © + - | 
That the rich, the*youns, and wiſe, - 
To true pleaſure ſhut their eyes; 
Fery ß 


But, if ere my tears are gone, 

Simp'ring, enters honeſt John, 

« Maany Sir Jehws at the = door, pF" 

„ In his phæton and four:“ 

Inſtant NE ſorrows ceaſe, 

Out 1 run, and take my place; 

With ſuch joys the maments' vide | 

By my dear Sir Jehu's ſide + 
I laugh... 

5 b 


1 1 


1 


5 . iS .: 
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I III B75 2:31 vo 
Sung in comus. 
N ar . nts 


OW Phebus ſinketh in the weſt, 


d Welcome ſong, and welcome jets . 3:...4 
a Midnight ſhouts and revelry, , 
\.. , || Tipſy dance and jollity : 


Braid your locks with roſy twine, 
| Dropping odours, dropping wine, 
928 Braid your locks with roſy twine, 

Dropping odours, dropping wine. 


5 Rigour now is gone td bed. 
Wer And advice with {crup'lous head; 
Strict age, and'ſouy feverityys) 5 i gn” 
With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie; 
| 2998 (14050 +291 ae lei, Fr 
| e an tv ö 
N — An. 5 
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AN DAR EN 1 Td %,; \ 
| | ROUNDEAU. 231 ' 
1 ; g Dan if Fry 
Sung by Mrs, Barthelemon, at Ranelaugh, 


1 NIGHT and day the anxious lover, 
Is attentive to the fair, 

Till the doubt ful courtſhip's over, 

| Is ſhe then ſo much his care ! 
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Warm as ſummer his addreſſes, | 
Hope and ardour's in his eyes; 
Cool as winter his careffes, 
When ſhe yields his captive prize. 


Now the owner of her beanty, a 
Sees no more an angels face; N 3 

Half is love, the reſt is duty: I” 
Pleaſure ſure is in the chace. 


Ss O HN, 
Sung by Mifs Catley, in Lave in a Village. 


OW much ſuperior beauty awes, 
The coldeſt boſoms find; 
But with reſiſtleſs ſorce it dxaws, 
To ſenſe and virtue join'd, 


The caſket, where to outward ſhow, 
The artiſts hand is ſeen, 

Is doubly valu'd when we know 
It holds a gem within. 


0 1 
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Sung in As you Like it. | 
3 B. blow, thou winter” 8 winds * 
Tnou art not ſo unkind, 3 
Thou art not ſo unkind, | 
As man's ingratitude : : 
Thy tooth is not fo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 
Altho? thy breath be rude, 


* a 


- + LE, - 


Alto“, &e. 


ri Freeze, freeze, thou bitter ſky, 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nig; 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 
As benefits forgot. 
Tho? thou the waters wrap: 
Iny ſting is not ſo ſharp, 
ö As friends remember'd not, +4 
ed As friends, &Cc, 


— ——— 


Sung in the Maid of the Mill. 


H! what a ſimpleton was I 
To make my bed at ſuch a rate! 
Now lay thee down, vain fool, and cry. 
Thy true love ſeeks another mate. 


J 90 J 
No tears, alack ! 
Will call him back, 
No tender words his heart allure 
I could bite 
My tongue thro? ſpĩite 
Some plague bewitch'd me, that's for ſure, 


, 
. * i 
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DAMON AND TLORELLA. A DIALOGUE, 
Sung in the Sorcerer. 


He. (C57, my love, thine eyes around, 
See the ſportive lambkirs play; 
Nature gaily decks the ground, 
All in honour of the May : 
Like the ſparrow and the doye, 
Liſten to the voice of love. 


She. Damon, thou haſt found me long 
Liſt'ning to thy ſoothing tale, 
And thy ſoft perfuafive tongue 
Often held me in the dale: 
Take, oh !' Damon, while I live, 
All which virtue ought to give. 


He. Not the verdure of the grove, 

Not the garden's faireſt flow'r, 
Nor the meads, where loyers rove, 

Tempted by the vernal hour, 
Can delight thy Damon's eye, 

If Horella is not by. 


L 91 ] 
She, Not the water's gentle fall, 
By the bank with poplars crown'd 
Not the feather'd ſongſters all, | 


Nor the flute's melodious ſound, | 
Can delight Horella's ear, 
1 her Damon is not near. 


Both. Let us love, and let us | 
Like the cheerful ſeaſon gay, 
Baniſh care, and let us give 

Tribute to the fragrant May; 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
, Liſten to the voice of love. 


L 3 
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. 
Sung in the. Wintyr”s Tale, 


OME, come, my .good Shepherds, our flocks 
we mult ſhear, 
In you holiday ſuits with your lafles appear: 
The happieſt of folks are the guiltleſs and free: 
And who are ſo guiltleſs, ſo happy, as we? 


We harbour ne paſſions by 5 taught; ; 
We practice no arts with hypocriſy fraught ; 
What we think in, our hearts 4 may read in our 


e yet, 
For, * no fa]lchood; we need no diſguiſe 


2 3 


By mode and caprice are the city dames led; 
But we all the children of nature are bred: 
By her hands alone we are painted and dreſs'd, ” 


For the roſes will bloom v hen there's peace in the 
breaſt, 


The giant, ambition, we never can dread 

Our roofs are too low for fo. lofty a head; 

Content and ſweet cheerſulneſs open your door; 

They ſmile with the kn and feed with the 
poor. 


When love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we reveal; 

Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we 
feel; 

So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 

And leave to fine folk to deceiye and betray. 


_ 


pO, 


CHARMS OF- LIBERTY, by 9 


ko 


INCE ev'ry charm on earth combine 
In Chloe's face, in Chloe's mind, 
Why was I born ye gods to ſee .. 
What robs me of my Liberty. LS 

Until that fatal hapleſs day, F 

My heart was lively, blithe, and gay, 
Cou'd ſport with every ny mph but ſhe _ 
Who robs me of my Liberty. ; 


le 


1e 


9 4 
Think then, dear Chloe, ere too late, 
That death muſt be my "hapleſs fate, 


If love and you do not agree 
To ſet me at my Liberty, 


Now to the darkſome woods I rove, 
Reflecting on the pains of love; 
And envy every clown 1 ſee 


Enjoy the ſweets of Liberty. 


We'll follow Hymen's happy train, 
And every idle care diſdain ; 
We'll live in ſweet tranquility, 
Nor wiſh for greater Liberty. 


$ 0:0 © 
CHARMING SALLY. 


Jo Nymph that trips the verdant plains 
With Sally can compare; 
She wins the hearts of all the ſwains, 
And rivals all the fair: 
The beams of Sol delight and cheer, 
While ſummer ſeaſons roll; 
But Sally's ſmiles, can all the year, 
Give pleaſure to the foul. 


When from the eaſt the morning ray 
Illumes the world below, 

Her preſence bids the god of day 
With emulation glow : 
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Freſh beauties deck the painted ground, 
Birds ſweet notes prepare; | 
The playful lambkins (Kip around, 
And hail their ſiſter fair. 


The lark but ſtrains his liquid throat 
To bid the maid rejoice, 

And mimicks (while he ſwells his note) 
The {ſweetneſs of her voice: 

The fanning zephrs round her play, 
While Hora ſheds perfume, 

And ev'ry flow'ret ſeems to ſay, 
I bud for Sally's bloom, 


The am'rous youths her charms proclaim, 
From morn to eve their tale; 

Her beauty and unſpotted fame, 
Make vocal every vale : 

The ſtream meand'ring thro? the mead, 
Her echo'd name conveys z 

And ev'ry voice, and ev'y reed, 
Is tun'd to Sally's praile,.; 


No more ſhall blitheſome laſs and ſwain 
To mirthful wake reſort, 1 

Nor ev'ry May morn on the plain 
Advance in rural fport : 

Nor more fhall guſh the purling rill, 
Nor mufic wake the grove, 

Nor flocks look ſaow-like on the * 
When 1 forget to love. * 
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Sung at Vauxhall, 


S Hepherds, would ye hope to pleaſe us, 
Lou muſt ev'ry huraour try; 

Sometimes flatter, ſometimes teaze us, 

Sometimes langh, and ſometimes cry, 


Soft denials are but trials 

Of the heart we wiſh to gain z 
Tho? we're ſhy, and ſeem to fly, 

If you purſue, we fly in vain. 


— —— — — ——— — 
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Sung in Love in a Village. 


GINCE Hodge proves ungrateful, no further I'll 
ſeek, | | 

But go up to town in the waggon next week: 

ſervice in London is no ſuch diſgrace, _ -. 

ind Regiſter's Office will get me a place. 


Pet Bloſſom went there, and ſoon met with a friend; 
olks ſay, in her filks ſhe's now ftanding an end: 
Then why ſhould not I the ſame maxims purſue, 
ind better my fortune, as other girl do? 


- _ » 


* 
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S Oo N G, 
Sung by Mr. Lowe and Mrs, Lampe. 


2 the happy knot is ty'd, 
Betſey is my charming bride, 

Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul. 

Who fo fair as lovely Ber / 

Who ſo bleſs'd as Colinet ! 

Who ſo fair as lovely Bet! 

Who ſo bleſs'd as Colinet / 


Now adien to maiden arts, 
Angling for unguarded hearts; 
Welcome Hymen's laſting joys; 
Liſping wanton girls and boys, 
Girls as fair as lovely Bet, 
Boys as ſweet as Colinet. 


Tho? ripe ſheaves of yellow corn 
Now my plenteous barn adorn ; 
| +. Tho? Ive deck'd my myrtle bow'rs 
if With the faireſt, ſweeteſt flow'rs; 
* Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet 

Are the charms of lovely Bet. 


— == eo 2 — 
a 2 


it Tho on Sundays I was ſeen, 3 5 
it Dreſs'd like any May-day queenz © Ho 
it | * pern ith 
F Tho' fix ſweethearts daily ſtrove, | 
i Io deſerve thy Betty's love, * Aue 
„ Them I quit without regret, tf 


All my joy's in Colinet. 


9 | 
Strike up then the ruſtic lay, 1 
Crown with ſports our bridal day: | 
May each lad a miſtreſs find, 
Like my Betſy, fair and kind; 
And each laſs a huſband get, 
Fond and true as Colinet. 


Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul ; 

May the ſun ne'er riſe or ſet, 
But with joy to happy Bet, 

\nd her faithful Colinet. 


— — — 
F 
Sung in Thomas and Sally. 


AEHOLD, from many a hoſtile ſhore, SH 
And all the dangers of the main, 4 
Vhere billows mount, and tempeſts roar, NJ 
Your faithful To's return'd again; 
eturns, and with him brings a heart, 
hat ne*%er from Sally ſhall depart. 


er long toils and. troubles paſt, 

How ſweet to tread. our native ſoil, | 

ith conqueſt to return at laſt, | 

And deck our ſweethearts with the ſpoil, 1 

o one to beauty ſhould pretend, if 

it ſuch as dare its rights defend, 
F 
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Sung in Love in a Village, N 


S8 in hopes to get the better, 
Of my ſtubborn fate I try; 
Swear this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny. 


— 


Now prepar'd with ſcorn to meet her, 
Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; 
Then relapſing fly to meet her, 
And confeſs myſelf her ſlave. 


I 


2 W > U 4 HH 


THE DUST-CART. 


_ — r — —— 


A favourite Cantata. 


1 


- RECITATIVE. 


AS tinkering Tom the ſtreets his trade did cry, 
He {aw his lovely Sylvia paſling by 

In duſt-cart high advanc'd the nymph was plac't 

With the rich cinders round her lovely waiſt; | 

Tom with uplifted-hands th* occaſion bleſs'd, 

And thus in ſoothing ſtrains the maid addreſs'd. | 
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AIR. 


O Sylvia! while you drive your carts, 
To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts, 
You take our duſt, and ſteal our hearts, 


That mine is gone, alas ! is true, 
And dwells among the duſt with you, 
And dwells among the duſt with you. 


O lovely Sylvia! eaſe my pain, 
Give me the heart you ſtole again, 
Give me my heart out of your cart, 
Give me my heart you ſtole again. 


RECITATIVE. 


Sylvia, advanc'd above the rabble rout, 
Exulting, roll'd her ſparkling eyes about: 

She heav'd her ſwelling breaſt, as black as ſloe, 
And look'd diſdain on Lttle folks below; 

To Tom ſhe nodded as the cart drove on, 

And then (reſolv'd to ſpeak) ſhe cry'd, ſtop, John. 


AIR. 


Shall I, who ride above the reſt, 
Be by a paltry crowd oppreſs'd; 
Ambition now my ſoul does fire, 
The youths ſhall Janguiſh and admire 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride, long to ride, long to ride, 

in my duſt-cart. 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my duſt-cart. 

F 2 
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5 
Sung in Love in a Village, 


S in hopes to get the better, 

Of my ſtubborn fate I try ; 

Swear this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny. 


Now prepar*d with ſcorn to meet her, 
Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; 
Then relapſing fly to meet her, 
And confeſs myſelf her ſlave. . 


e 
THE DUST-CART. 


A favourite Cantata. 


-- RECITATIVE. 


AS tinkering Tom the ftreets his trade did cr), 


He {aw his lovely Sylvia paſling by 


In duſt-cart high advanc'd the nymph was plac's 


With the rich cinders round her lovely waiſt ; 
Tom with uplifted-hands th? occaſion bleſs'd, 


And thus in ſoothing ſtrains the maid addreſs d. 
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AIR. 


O Sylvia ! while you drive your carts, 
To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts, 
You take our duſt, and ſteal our hearts, 


That mine is gone, alas ! is true, 
And dwells among the duſt with you, 
And dwells among the duſt with you. 


O lovely Sylvia | eaſe my pain, 
Give me the heart you ſtole again, 
Give me my heart out of your cart, 
Give me my heart you ſtole again. 


RECITATIVE, 


Sylvia, advanc'd above the rabble rout, 
Exulting, roll'd her ſparkling eyes about: 

She heav'd her ſwelling breaſt, as black as ſloe, 
And look'd diſdain on Lttle folks below; 

To Tom ſhe nodded as the cart drove on, 

And then (reſolv'd to ſpeak) ſhe cry'd, ſtop, John. 


AIR. 


Shall I, who ride above the reſt, 

Be by a paltry crowd opprels'd ; 

Ambition now my ſoul does fire, 

The youths ſhall languiſh and admire 

And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 

Shall long to ride, long to ride, long to ride, 
in my duſt- cart. | 

And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 

Shall long to ride in my duſt-cart. 

F 2 
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A BACCANALIAN STILx. 


Dd Tom this brown jug that now foams 
with mild ale, 

(In which I will drink to ſweet Nan of the vale) 

Was once Toby Philpot's, a thirſty old ſoul, 

As e'er drank a bottle, or ſathom'd a bowl, 


In boozing about *twas his praiſe ro excel, 


And among jolly topers he bore off the bell— 


It chanc'd as in dog-days he fat at his eaſe, 


I oe wm ay emma +3 4 


In his flow*r-wov'n arbour, as gay as you pleaſe ; | 


With a friend and a pipe, puffing ſorrow away, 
And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, 
His breath doors of life on a ſudden 'were ſhut, 
And he dy'd, full as big as a Dorcheſter Butt. 


His body when long in the ground it had lain, 

And time into clay had deſolv'd it again, 

A potter found out in a covert ſo ſnug, 

And with part of fat Toby he made this brown 
7 | | 

Now 4 ſriendſhip to mirth and mild ale; 

So here's to my lovely ſweet Nan of the vale— 


Vale, ſweet Nan of the vale, 


8 0 


Sung by Mr, Mattocks, in Thomas and Sally. 


ROM plowing the ocean and thraſhing Mon- 
ſieur, 
In Old England we're landed once more; 
Your hands, my brave ſhipmates, hallow boys, 
what cheer, 
For a ſailor that's juſt come on ſhore ? 


—— 
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Theſe hectoring blades thought to ſcare us, no 
doubt, 
And to cut us and ſlaſh us— Morblieu! 
But hold there, avaſt! they were plaguely out, 
z We have ſlic'd them and pepper'd them too. 


dt 
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I Tuen courage, my hearts, your own conſequence 
LA know, 
1 Yon invaders ſhall ſoon do you right; 
The lion may route, when he hears the cock crow, 
But ſhould never be put in a fright, 
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You've only to ſhun your nonſenſical jars; 
Your damn'd party and idle conteſt ; 
And let all your ſtrife be like us honeſt tars, 

Who ſhall fight for his country the beſts 


Wen 


* 


A ſea-faring ſpark, if the maids can affect, 
Bid the ſimpering gypſies look to't: 
Sound bottoms they'll find us in every reſpcct, 

And our pockets well laden to boot, 
1 


ww 
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The landſmen, mayhap, in the way of diſcourſe, 
Have more art to perſuade, and the like 

But *were thoſe fair colours, for better for worſe, 
Is the bargain we're willing to ſtrike, 


No long live the king, may he proſperou treign 
Of no power, no faction afraid: 
May Britain's proud flag ſtill exult o'er the main, 
At all points the compaſs diſplay'd. 


No quickſands endanger, no ſtorm overwhelm ; 
Steady, ſteady and ſafe may ſhe fail : 

No ignorant pilots e'er fit at the helm, 
Or her anchor of liberty fail. 


. 
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PUSH ABOUT THE JORUM, 


Sung by Miſs C=tley, in the Golden Pippin. 


HEN bick'rings hot, 
To high words got, 
Break out at gameorum z 
The flame to cool, 
My golden rule 
Is puſh about the jorum. 


Wirth fiſt on jug, 
Coifs who can lug? 
Or ſhew me that glibe ſpeaker, 
Who her rag 
In gibe can wag, 
With her mouth full of liquor. 


—— ——— 
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THE JOLLY BRITON. 


E true honeſt Britons, who love your own 

land, 

Whoſe ſires were ſo brave, ſo victorious, and free, 

Who always beat France when they took her in 
hand, 

Come join, honeſt Britons in chorus with me: 

| Come join, &c, 


Let us ſing our own treaſures, Old England's good 
cheer, 
The profits and pleaſures of ſtout Britiſh beer; 
Your wine-tipling, dram ſipping fellows retreat, 
But your beer-drinking Britons can never be beat. 
Let us ſing, &c. 
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The French with their vineyards are meagre and 
pale, | 
They drink of the ſqueezing of half-ripen'd ſruit ; 
But we that have hop-grounds to mellow our ale, 
Are roſy and plump, and have freedom to boot. 
Let us ſing, &c, 
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Should the French dare invade us thus arm'd with 
our poles, 
We'll bang their bare ribs, make their Jantern jaws 
ring; 
For your beœef- eating, beer drinking Britons are 
ſouls 
Who will ſhed their laſt drop for their country 
and king. | Let us /ing, & c. 
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Dialague after the Manner of Horace, ſung by 


True-Blue and Nancy in the Preſs-Gang. | 


Nancy. 


ND can'ſt thou leave thy Nancy, 
And quit thy native ſhore ? 
It comes into my fancy, 
I ne'er ſhall ſee thee more. 


2 
Yes, I muſt have my Nancy, | 
To humble haughty Spain, 
Let fear ne'er fill thy fancy, 
For we ſhall meet again. 


Nancy. 


Amidft the foaming billows, | | 
When chund'ring cannons roar, | 
You'll think on theſe green willows, 
| And wiſh yourſelf on ſhore, 


Frue-Blue., 


I fear not land or water, 
I fear not {word or fire, | 
For ſweet revenge and 3 | _ | 
Are all that I defire, 
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Nancy. 


May guardian Gods protect thee, 
From water, fire, or ſteel, 

And may no fears affe& thee, 
Like thoſe which now I feel. 


True-Blue. 


I leave to heaven's protection, 
My lite, my only dear ; 

You have my ſoul's affection, 
So {till conclude me here.. 


— . Pn — 
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ADVICE TO THE FAIR; 


Sung by Mrs. Wrighten, at Vauxhall. 


F you're not too proud for a word of advice, 


In the choice of a huſband, gjrls, be not too: 


nice; 


What with manning our ſhips, and protecting our 


ſhore, 
You cannot have lovers as once—by the ſcore : 


If you wiſh to be marry'd, your pride muſt come 


down, 


What a. ſmile can procure, do not loſe by a frown... 


F 5 
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The time it has been, it will ne'er be again, 
When a legion of lovers I had in my train; 
They were pueas'd with my ſing-ſong; 1 laugh'd 
at them all, \ 
For one was too ſhort, and another too tall, 
or too plump, or too ſlender ;z too young, or too 
old; 
As this was too baſhful, and tlrat was too bold, 
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All you who're in bloom, and who Hymen implore, | 

Since love may not wait till the wars are all o'er, 

Reſemble the willow ; be gentle and bend, 

Take pains for a lover, as you would for af 

friend; | 

Look once at his perſon—but twice at his mind, 

Take him ſoon at his word; tho' you bluſh, yell 
be kind. | 


— 
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Expect not a crowd of admirers to fee, 
Rich, handſome, and courtly, and all they ſhould} 
be; 

The times are ſo bad and fo chang'd is our lot, 

A man that's worth having, is hard to be got; 

Chooſe quick, or you'll rue it the reſt of your lives. 

You may flouriſh as toaſts, but you'll never be 
wives. 
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THE ENGLISH PADLOCK, 


ISS Danne, when fair and young, 
| (As Horace has divincly ſung) 
Could not be kept from Fove's embrace 

By doors of ſteel, and walls of braſs. 


Tell us, myſterious huſhand, tell us 
Why io myſterious, why ſo jealous? 
Can harſh reſtraint, the bolt, the bar, 
Make thee ſecure, thy wife leſs fair? 


Send her abroad, and let her ſee 

That all this world of pageantry, 
Which ſhe, forbidden, longs to know, 
Is powder, pocket-glaſs, and beau, 


Be to her virtues ever kind, 

Be to her faults a little blind, 

Let all her ways be unconfin'd, _ 
And clap your Padlock—on her mind. 
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Sung in the Beggars Opera. 


F the heart of a mau is depreſs'd with cares, 
The miſt is diſpelbd when a woman appears; 
Like the notes of a fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly, 
Railes her ſpirits, and charms the ear; 
Roles and lillies her cheeks diſcloſe, 
But her ripe lips are more ſweet than thoſe, 
Preſs her, 
Careſs her, 
With bliſſes, 
And kiſtes, 
Diſſolves us in pleaſure and ſoft repoſe. 


— — — = — 
. 
Su by Miſs Catley, in Love in a Village, 


Y heart's my own, my Will is free, 
And ſo ſliall be my voice: 
No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 
Till firſt he's made my choice, 


Let parents rule, cry nature's laws, 
And children ſtill obey : 

And is there then no ſaving clauſe © 
Againſt tyrannic {way ? 


l 
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VALENTINE's-DAx. 


HEN blnſhes dy'd the cheeks of mornz 

And dew-drops gliſten'd on the thorn . 
When ſkylarks tun'd their carrols ſweet, 
To hail the God of light and heat; 
Philander, from his downy bed, 
To fair Liſerra's chamber fped, 
Crying—Awake, ſweet love of mine, 
Fm come to be thy Valentine. 


Soft love, that balmy ſleep denies, 
Had long unveil'd her brilliant eyes, 
Which (that a kiſs he might obtain) 
She arttully had clos'd again: 

He ſunk, thus caught in beauty's trap, 
Like Phæbus into Thetis“ lap, 

And near forgot that his deſign, 

Was but to be her Valentine. 


She, ſtarting, cry'd—T am undone, a 7 | 
Philandef, charming youth, be gone! 

For this time, to your vows ſincere, 
Make virtue, not your love appear: 

No ſleep has clos'd theſe watchful eyes 
(Forgive the ſimple fond difguiſe ;) _ 
To generons thoughts, your heart incline, 
And be * faithful Valentine, 
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The brutal oof ion ſudden fled, 

Fair honour govern'd in its ſtead, | 

And both agreed, ere ſetting ſun, 

To join two virtuous hearts in one; 
Their beauteous offspring ſoon did prove 
The ſweet effects of mutual love; 

And, from that hour to life's decline, 
She bleſs'd the day of Valentine. 


— — ——ͤ 
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COWDEN KNOWS, 


- Sung at Vauxhall. 


WHEN ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed, 
Sing their FN loves; 

Around th ewes and lambkins feed, 
And muſic fills the groves: | 

But my lov'd ſong is then the broom, 
So fair on Cowden Knows; 

For ſure ſo ſweet, ſo fair a bloom, 
Elſewhere there never grows. 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won my yielding heart: 

No ſhepherd e'er that dwelt on Tweed, 
Could play with half ſuch art ; 

He ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 
The hills and dales all round, 

Of Leader-haughs, and Leader-ſide : 
Oh! how I bleſt the ſound, 
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Yet more deliphtful is the broom, 
So fair on Cowden Knows; 
For ſure ſo freſh, ſo bright a bloom, 
Elſewhere there never grows. 
Not Tiviot Braes fo green and gay, 
May with this broom compare 
Not Yarrow banks in flow'ry May, 
Nor buſh aboon Traquair. 


More pleaſing far are Cowden Knows, 
My peaceful happy home; 
Where I was wont to milk my ewes, 
At eve among the broom : 
Ye pow'rs that haunt the woods and plains, 
Where Tweed and Tiviot flows; 
Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, 
And my lov'd Cowden Knows. 


———— —— 


1 
Written by the Earl of Cheſterfield. 


HEN Funny, blooming fair, 
Firſt caught my raviſh'd ſight, 

Pleas'd with her ſhape and air; 

I felt a ſtrange delight 
Whilſt eagerly I gaz'd, 

Admiring ev'ry part, 
And ev'ry feature prais'd, 

She ſtole into my heart. 


T. vis 7 

In her bewitching eyes 

Ten thouſand loves appear; 
There Cupid baſking lies, 

His fhatts are hoarded there. 
Her blooming cheeks are dy'd 

With colour all their own, 
Excelling far the pride 

Of roſes newly blown.. 


Her well turn'd limbs confeſs | 
The lucky hand of Jove; 
Her features all expreſs 


The beauteous Queen of Love. ; 
What flames my nerves invade, | 
When LI behold the breaſt \ 


Of that too charming maid. 
Riſe, ſuing to be preſt ? 


Venus round Fanny's waiſt, 
Has her own ceſtus bound, 
Three guardian Cupids grace, 
And dance the circle round, 
How happy mult he be | 
Who-ſhall her Zone -unlooſe !. 
That bliſs to all, but me, 
May heaven and ſhe refule l. 


I 113 J 


8G We 
STREPHON OF THE HILL. 


LET others Damon's praiſe rehearſe, 
Or Colin's at their will; 

I mean to ſing in ruſtic verſe, 
Young Strephon of the Hill. 


As once I fat beneath the ſhade, 
Beſide a purling rill ; 

Who ſhould my ſolitude invade, 
But Strephon of the Hill. 


He tapt my ſhoulder, ſnatch'd a kiſs; 
1 could not take it ill; 

For nothing ſure is done amiſs 
By Strephon of the Hill. 


Conſent, O lovely maid ! he cry'd, 
Nor aim thy ſwain to kill; 
Conſent this day to be the bride 
Of Strephon of the Hill. 


Obſerve the doves on yonder ſpray, 
Sce how they fit and bill; 

So ſweet your time ſhall paſs away 
With Strephon of the Hill. 
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We wenrto church with hearty glee, 
O loy propitious ſtill ! | F 

May &ery nymph be bleſt, like me, 1 

With Strephon of the Hill. 
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CD*——— ——— — . —¹————ůp— 

uV 

e 14 

| At 

EAR the ſide of a pond, at the foot of a hill, Or 

| A free-hearted fellow attends on his mill, Hi 

Freſh health blooms her ſtrong roſy hue o'er his face, TI 

And honeſty gives e en to aukwardneſs grace. W. 
Beflour'd with his meal does he labour and ſing, 

And regaling at night is as bleſt as a king: Ma 


After heartily eating, he takes a full ſwill, 
Of liquor home-brew'd, to ſucceſs of the mill. 


He makes no nice ſcruples of toll for his trade, 

For that's an exciſe to his induſtry paid: 

His conſcience is free, and his income is clear, 

And he values not them of ren thouſand a year; 

He's a freehold ſufficient to give him a vote; 

At election he ſcorns to accept of a groat; 

He hates your proud placemen; and, do what they 
will; 

They ne'er can ſeduce the ſtaunch man of the mill 


On Sunday he talks with the barbcr and prieſt, 
And hopes that our ſtateſmen do all for the beſt; 
That the Spaniards ſhali ne'er interrupt our fre 

trade, | 
Nor good Britiſh coin be in ſubſidies paid: 


With this honeſt hope he goes home to his work, 
And if water is ſcanty he takes up his fork, 
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He fears the French navy and commerce\ncreaſe, 
And he wiſhes America {till may have peach: 
Tho? Old England, he knows, may have ſtyngth 

and have ſkill, 
To protect all ker manors, and ſave his own 


And over the meadows he ſcatters his hay, 

Or with the ſtiff plough turns up furrows of clay: 

His harveſt is crown'd with good Engliſh glee, 

That his country may ever be happy and free : 

With his hand and his heart to King George does 
he fill, 

May all loyal ſouls a& the man of the mill, 


8-07 5 © 
DELIA. 


HEN Delia on the plain appears, 

Aw'd by a thouſand tender fears, | 

wou'd approach but dare not move, 
ell me my heart if this be love. 


nen e'er ſhe ſpeaks my raviſh'd ear, 
lo other voice but her's can hear, | 
Jo other wit but her's approve, | ö 
ell me my heart it this be love. | 
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11 the Hoe other ſwain commend, 
Tho?f was once his fondeſt friend, 


The inſtant enemy I prove, 
me my heart if this be love. 


- 
When ſhe is abſent I no more, 0! 
Delight in all that pleaſ'd before, | 
The cleareſt ſpring or ſhady grove, 

Tell me my heart if this be love, 


When arm'd with inſolent diſdain, 

She ſeem'd to triumph o'er my pain, ' 

I ftrove to hate, but vainly ſtrove, 

Tell me my heart if this be love. 
Gre 
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JOHNNY AND MARY, 


OWN the bourne and thro? the mead, 
His golden locks wav'd o'er his brow, 
Johnny Hiring tun'd his reed, 
And Mary wip'd her bonny mow. 
Dear ſhe loo'd the well known ſong, 
While her Johnny, blithe and bonny, 
Sung ler praile the whole day long. F 
Down the bourne, &c, 


E 
Coſtly claiths ſhe had but few, 


Of rings and jewels nae great ſtore, 
Her face was fair, her love was true, 
And Johnny wiſely wiſh*d no more; 
Love's the pearl, the ſhepherd's prize, 
O'er the mountain, near the fountain, 
Love delights the ſhepherd's eyes. 


' Down the bourne, &c. 
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Gold and titles give not health, 
And Johnny cou'd nae theſe impart; 
Youthful Mary's greateſt wealth 
Was ſtill her faithful Johnny's heart: 
Sweet the Joys the lovers find! 
Great the treaſure, ſweet the pleaſure 
Where the heart is always kind. 


Down the bourne, &c. 


. 


TARRY HERE WITH ME AND LOVE. 


TRAY not to thoſe diſtant ſcenes, - 
A) From thy comfort do not rove z 
Carry in thoſe peaceful glens, 
Tread the quiet paths of love 

$ not this ſequeſter*d ſhade, 

Richer than the proud alcove ? 
Carry in this peaceful ſhade, 
Y Tarry here with me and love. 


„ 


Kc. 
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Liſten to the woodlark's note, 
Liſten to the cooing dove; 

Hark ! the thruſhes mellow note, 
All uniting carol love. 

See the limpid brooks around, 
Winding thro? the varied grove z 

This is — fairy ground, 

Tarry here with me and love. 


. 


THE SEA FIGHT. 


TAND to your guns my hearts of oak, 


Let not a word on board be ſpoke, 8h 
Victory ſoon will crown the joke, 
Be ſilent and be ready. An 


Ram home your guns, and ſpunge them well, 

Let us be ſure the balls will tell, We 

The cannon's roar ſhall ſound their knell, 
Be ſteady boys, be ſteady. 


Not yet, nor yet—reſerve your fire, 

I do deſire, 

Now the elements do rattle, 

The gods amaz'd behold the battle, 
A broadſide my boys. 


hs 


See the blood in purple tide, 

Trickle down her batter'd ſide, 

Wing'd with fate the bullets fly, 

Conquer boys or bravely die: 

Hurl deſtruction on your foes, 

She ſinks, huzza, to the bottom down ſhe goes, 
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THE MARINERS, 


WE be three poor Mariners, 
Newly come from the ſeas, 
We ſpend our lives in jeopardy, 
While others live at eaſe. 
Shall we go dance the round, 
S While others live at eaſe, 
And he that is a bully boy, 
Come pledge me on this ground. 


We care not for thoſe martial men, 
That do our ſtates diſdain. - 

But we care for thoſe merchant-men, 
That do our ſtates maintain, 

To them we dance this round, 
And he that is a bully gay, 

Come pledge me on this ground, 
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The Favourite Hunting Song, Sung by Mr. Doyle, in 
the Hedley, or W 6 5 l Where. 
Gr round the word Hifinonnt, diſmount, 
While echoed by the ſprightly horn; 
The toils and pleaſures we recount, 
Of this ſweet health inſpiring morn, 


CHOR US» — k 
Twas glorious ſport, none e*er did lag, A 
Nor drew amiſs, nor made a ſtand 
But all as firmly kept their pace, Y 
As had Adæon been the ſtag, 


And we had hunted by command H 
Of the goddeſs of the chace. 

And we had hunted by command 
Of the goddeſs of the chace. 


The hounds were out and ſnufPd the air, 
And ſcarce had reach'd the appointed ſpot 
But pleaſed they heard a layer, a layer, 
And preſently drew on the flot. 
'Twas glorious ſport, &c, 


And now o'er yonder plain he fleets, 
The deep mouth'd hounds begin to bawl 
And echo note for note repeats, 
While ſprightly horns reſound a call. 
Twas glorious ſport, &c. 


1 


And now the ſtag has loſt his pace, 
And while war-haunch the huntſman cries ; 
His boſom ſwells, tears wet his face, 
He pants, he ſtruggles, and he dies. 
Twas glorious ſport, &c. 


N. 
BONNY JAMIE o. 


WY HERE new mown hay on winding Tay, 
The ſweets of ſpring diſcloſes, 
As I one morning ſinging lay, 
Upon a bank of roſes ; 
Young Jamie whiſking o'er the mead, 
By gued Juk chanc'd to ſpy me, 
He took his bonnet off his head, 
And ſaftly ſat down by me. 
My bonny, bonny Jamie O, 
My bonny, bonny Jamie O, 
I care not tho? the world ſhould know, 
How dearly I love Jamie O. 


The ſwain tho? I right meickle prize, 
Yet now I wad na ken him ; 

But with a frown my heart diſguis'd, 
And ſtrave away to ſend him: 

But fondly he {till nearer preſt, 
And at my feet down lying ; 

His beating heart it thumpt ſae faſt, 
I thought the lad was dying. 

My bonny, bonny Jamie O, &c. 

G 


. 
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But ſtill reſolving to deny, 
And angry paſſion ſeigning; 
I after roughly ſhot him by, 
With words fow of diſdaining: 
He ſeiz'd my hand and nearer drew, 
And gently chiding a my pride; 
So ſweetly did the ſhepherd woo, 
I bluſhing vow'd to be his bridde. 
My bonny, bonny Jamie O, &c, 


— —— — —— 
ann eg. 
BACCHANALIAN JOYS DEFEATED. 


HILE I'm at the tavern quaffing, 
Well diſpoſed for t'other quart ; 

Come's my wife to ſpoil my laughing, 
Telling me 'tis time to part; 

Words I knew were unavailing, 
Yet I ſternly anſwer'd no! 

Till from motives more prevailing, 
Sitting down ſhe treads my toe, 


Such kind tokens to my thinking, 
Moſt emphatically prove; 
That the joys which flow from drinking, | 
Are averſe to thoſe of love; 
Farewel friends and t'other bottle, 
Since I can no longer ſtay; 
Love, more learn'd than Ariſtotle, 
Has to move me found the way. 


g . 
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PR 1182 or. LOVE. 


EVER. till now I knew love's ſmart, 


x 
[ Gueſs who it was that ſtole away my h-art, 
was only you, if you'll believe me. 


Twas only you, &c. 
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nce that Pye felt lave': fatal pow! r, 
cavy has paſs'd each anxious hour, 


not with you, if you'll believe me, 
not with you, &c. 


nour and wealth no joys can a bring, | 
r I be happy, tho? a king, 


not with you, if you'll believe me, 
not with you, &c. 


hen from this world Pm call'd away, 
you alone I'd wiſh to ſtay, 

you alone, if you'll believe ues 

you alone, &c 


ve on my tomb, where! er I am laid, 
e lies one who ov d but one maid, 


it's only you, if you belieye me, 
t's only you, &c. 
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HILST happy is my native land, YI: 
I boaſt my country's charter; 1 
PII never baſely lend my hand, 


Her liberties to barter: 1 
The noble mind is not at all, C 
A By poverty degraded; 

Tis guilt alone can make us fall, T 

And well I am perſuaded, 
Each freeborn Briton's ſong ſhall be, v 

Or give me death or liberty, 
| Or give me death, &c. Bu 
| W. 


| Tho? ſmall the power which fortune grants, 
And few the gifts ſhe ſends us; 

The lordly hireling often wants, 
That freedom which defends us: 

By law ſecur'd from lawleſs ſtrife, 
Our houſe is our caſtellum ; 

Thus bleſs'd with all that's dear in life, 
For lucre ſhall we ſell them. 

No, ev'ry Briton's ſong ſhould be, 

Give me death or liberty, 

Give me death, &c. 


| 
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ADMIRAL BEN BOW. 


WE ſail'd to Virginia, and thence to New 
/ York, 
Where we water'd our ſhipping, and fo aweigh'd 
then all, 
Full in view on the ſeas, ſeven ſail we did *ſpy, 
O we manned our capſtern, and weigh'd ſpeedily. 


The firſt two we came up with, were brigantine 
ſloops, 

We aſk'd if the other five were as big as they 
look'd, 

But turning to windward, as near as we could lie, 

We found they were French men of war cruizing 
hard by. 


We took our leave of them, and made quick diſ- 
patch, 


And we ſteer'd our courſe to the iſland of Vache, 
But turning to windward, as near as we could lie, 
Dn the fourteenth of Auguſt, ten {ail we did ſpy. 


ey hoiſted their pendants, and their colours they 
{pread, 

ind they hoiſted their bloody flag, on the main 
topmaſt head, 

hen we hoiſted our jack flag, at the mizen peak, 

do brought up our ſquadron, in a line moſt com- 


plete. 
G 3 


1t my men they ſhould ſee me, "twill ſure break 


F 

O we drew up our ſquadron, in a very nice line, 
And fought them courageous, ſor four hours time; 
Put the day being ſpent boys, and night coming on, 
We let them alone till the very next morn, 


The very next morning the engagement prov*d hot 
And brave Admiral Benbow receiv'd a chain ſhot ; 

© when he was woun led, to his men he did fay, 

ae me up in you: bes, and carry me away. 


ö 


l 


O the guns they did rattle, and the bullets did fly, 
While brave Admiral Benborww for help loud did cry, 
Carry me to the cockpit, and ſoon eaſe my ſmart, F 


their n 


And there 1 . 4 Firby rer a Seward at laſt, 

And with TWade played: at 2 behind the: main 
maſtz 2: 1 

And there they did land W and quiver, an 
ſnake, A 

Fer fear that thoſe French dogs their lives they 1“ 
ſhould take. 7125 


| 58.1 Tl 
The very next morning, at trols of this day, 
We hoiited our topſails, and ſo bore away, Fo 
We bore to Port Royal, where the one flock 
much, 


To ſicc Admiral Benbow; carried to Kingſton Tov 
church. , - * 65 
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e; Come all ye brave ſellows, wherever y ou have 
n, been, 

Let us drink a health to great George our They '? 

And another good health to the girls that we know 

not And a third in remembrance of Admiral Benbow. 
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ay — 1 
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cry, ö 
t, Sung by Ar. Dodd, in Selima and Hor. 


HESE Spirits they'd make us to fear, 
Are generous, harmleſs and gay, 
And they give us ſuch excellent cheer, 

Pd viſit them every day. 
For I like their treat, 
Their wine, their meat, 
And P'm merry and blithe as they. 
I'm merry, &c. 


Tho' I can't like a nightingale ſing, 

For once turn your ears to a jay ; 
| For if wine will make winter like ſpring, 
flockh Why not make me warble, I pray. 
For I like your treat, 
Your wine, your meat, 
ind I'm merry, and blithe, and gay. 


Toy 


E 


Good ſpirits, pray hear, if you're nigh, 
Bring back the ſweet time of May, 
When bonny brown Ellin and I, 
Lov'd long as the ſun hid his ray. 
For I like your treat, 
Your wine, your meat, 
And I'm dl blithe and gay. 


n — ” 'F 24 * > 
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Sung by Mrs. Baddeley, in Selima and Azor, 


o flower that blows is like this roſe, 
Or ſcatters ſuch perfume z 

Upon my breaſt, ah gently reſt, 
And ever, ever bloom. 


Dear pledge to prove a parent's love, 
A pleaſing, pleaſing gift thou art; | 
Come, ſweeteſt flow'r, and from this hour, 
Live henceforth in my heart. 


— ü 
10 
Sung in the Royal Shepherd. 


OWS of love ſhould ever bind 
Men who are to honour true; 
They muſt have a ſavage mind, 
Who refule the fair their due, 


11 
Scorn'd and hated may they be, 
Who from conſtancy do fwerve 3 
So may ev'ry nymph agree 
All ſuch faithleſs ſwains to ſerve. 


F 


DECEMBER IS THEg MONTH, 


ECEMBER is the month, 
When Britiſh brains are addled, 
The morning's wet and dirt 
So get the cattle ſaddled, 
For a hunting we will go, 
Will go, will go, will go, : 
For, &c. 


What pleaſure is ſo excellent, 
As whip and cut and ſpur, 

What muſic can compare, 

To the yelping of a cur, 
When a hunting, &c. 


C(teon was a hunter bold, 
Wore horns upon his pate, 
ut we will take our wives with us, 
And ſo avoid his fate, 
When a hunting, &c, 
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If in ditch, or bog, or vrake,. | 

Our cereals char ce to ſtick i 15 | 

We're champions all, and fight the cauſe, 
Os gander, gpgle, ang. chicken, | Fa 
When a bam &c, | 


But if perchance a fox chace 


Should coſt à man his breath, "00 
We're all militia captains now, 7 
And who's afraid of deat | 
bon a hunting, &c. | S 


Then mould we break ly Reynard's neck, 
In paſtime e'nt it merit, 
And if perchance we break our o- n, 
Why damme-e'nt it ſpirit, 
When a hunting, &c. 


But if a Quiſt won't quit his bed, 

For ſports ſo blithe and bonny, - - 
Weil {wear he hates fatigue and dirt, 
And call him Maccaroni, 

When a hunting, &c. 


f f 


Abuſe him for his want of taſte, 
Since nothing fo be witches, 5 
Like ſpending all the winter long, 
In boots and leather breeches, 
When a hunting, &c. 
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Sung by Mr. Vernon, Mrs. Baddcley, Ge. in 
Selima and Azor, 


HE little bark by. tempeſt toſt, 
With joy regains the ſhore, 
So we by ſorrows almoſt Joſt, 
Enjoys this calm no more, 


Nisfortune hence, with all thy train, TA 5; 
Of cares and jealouſies, and pain 
Henceforth the pureſt joys we'll prove. 

Springing from virtue, truth and love. 
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Sung by Mrs. Arne, in Cymon. 


HIS cold flinty heart, it is you who have 
| warm'd, 3 | Fa 

ou waken'd my paſſions, my ſenſes have charm'd, 
n vain againſt merit and Cymon I ſtrove, .. | 
hat's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love. 


he froſt nips. the bud, and the roſe cannot blow, 
om youth that is froſt nipt, no raptures can flow, 
ſyſium to him, but a deſert will prove, 


hat's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love. 
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The ſpring ſhou'd be warm, the young ſeaſon be gay, 


Her birds and her flow'rets, make blithſome ſweet 
May; 

Love bleſſes the cottage, and ſings thro? the grove, 

What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love. 


S$. 0 N G 
Sung by Mr. Darly, in the Choice of Harlequin. 


S you mean to ſet ſail ſor the land of delight, 
And in wedlock's ſoft hammocks to ſwing 
ev'ry night, 
If you hope that your voyage ſucceſsful ſhould prove, 1 
Fill your ſails with affection, your cabbin with love, 
Fill your fails, &c. *® 


Let your heart, like the main-maſt, be ever upright, | 
And the Union you boaſt like our tackle be tight; 
Of the ſhoals of Indiffrence be ſure to keep clear, 
And the quickſands of jealouſy never come near. 
And the guickſands, &, 


Fi, 

If huſbands e&'er r hope to 1 peace able lives, 
They muſt reckon themſelves, give the helm 1 
their wives; Th 


For the evener we go, boys, the better we fail, 
And on ſhip- -board the helm 1s ſtill ruPd by the tail - 
And on ſhip-board, & An 
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Then liſt to your pilot, my boy, and be wiſe; 

If my precepts you ſcorn, and my maxims del vile, 
A brace of proud antlers your brows may adorn, 
And a hundred to one but you double Cape Horn. 


$''0- N 6, 


Sung by Mr. Edwin, in ne Choice of Harlequin. 8 


bp E Scamps, ye Pads, ye Divers,, and * upon 
5 the , ö 
In Tothill-fields gay ſheep- walk, like lambs ye ſport, 


and play, 
Rattling up your darbies, come hither at my call, 
Pm Jigger Dubber here, and you're welcome to Milt 
b With my tot row, &. 


At your ir.ſurance-office the flats you have taken in; 
{ure to win : 


break, 
With your inſuring policy 1d not inſure your! neck. 


The French with trotters nimble, could iy from 
Engliſh blows, 


And they? ve got nimble daddles, as Monſieur 
plainly ſhews : 


The game you've play'd, my Kiddy, you're always, 


Firſt you touch the Shiners—the number up—you, 
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Be thus the foes, of Britain bang'd, ay thump away 
Monkeur, 


The hemp you're beating now, will make your ſo- 


litaire. 


My peepers, who've we here now | why this is ſure 
Black Moll; Se 

My ma'am you're of the fair ſex, ſo welcome to 
Mill Doll: 

The cull with yon who'd venture into a ſnoozing 
ken, 

Like blackamoor Othello, ſhould put out the light, 
and then 


I think, my flaſhy coachman, that you'll take bet- 


ter care, 
Not for a little bub come the ſlang upon your fare : 
Your jazy Pays the garniſh, unleſs the fees you tip, 
Tho? you're a. flaſhy coachman, here the gagger. 
holds the whip. 
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CHORUS." 


We're ſcamps, we're pads, we're divers, we're all 
upon the lay, 

In Tothill-fields gay ſheep-walk,like lambs we ſport 
and play; | 

Rattling up our darbies, we're either at your call, 

You are Jigger Dubber here, and we're en for 
to Mill Doll, 

With our tou row, &c. 
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Sung by Mr. Edwin,” in the hd of Andaluſia. 
; $3 AIR—PADEILLO, ths 
Y tt T6 ; 
MASTER I have, and L am his man, 
Y Galloping dreary dun, 
And he'll get a wife as ſaſt as he can, 
With a haily, 


” | Gaily, 
| Gambo raily, - 
4 DE 
1 Niggling, 
7 Galloping galloway, draggle-tail dreary dun. 
p, | 


I ſaddled his ſeed, ſo fine and ſo gay, 
Galloping dreary dun: 

I mounted my mule, and we rode away, 
With our haily, &c, 


— 


We canter'd along until it grew dark, 
Galloping dreary dun; 

The nightingale ſung inſtead of the lacks: 
With her haily, &c. 


We met with a Friar, and aſk'd him our way, 
Galloping dreary dun ; 

By the Lord, ſays the Friar, you are both aſtray, 
With your haily, &c, 
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Our journey, I fear, will do us no good, 
Galloping dreary dun; 

We wander alone, like the babes i'the wood, 

With our haily, &c, 


My maſter's a fighting, and I'll take a peep, 


Galloping dreary dun; 
But now I think better—I better go to ſleep, 
With my haily, Kc. 


8 0B 05, 
Sung in 7Iidas. 


} WHAT pleafures will abound, 
* When my wife is laid in . 5. 
Let earth cover her, we'll dance over her; 
When my wife is laid in ground. 


O! how happy ſhould I be! 

Would little Ny/a pig with me 
How I'd mumble her, touze and tumble her; 
Would little Ny/a pig with me, 
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Sung by Mr. Wilſon, in the Wedding Night. 


* 2 vil 1: Co 


WEN up to London firſt I came, 
aukward country booby; 
I gap'd and ſtar'd, and did the ſame 
3 As ev'ry country looby. 
With countenance demurely ſet, 
I dofft my hat to all I mer, 
With, Zur, your humble ſeryant.”? 


Alas! too ſoon I got a wife, 
And proud of ſuch a bleſſing, 
Tue joy and buſineſs of my lite 
Was kiſling and careſſing. 
'Twas „Charmer! Sweeting ! Duck and Dove,” 
And I o'er head and ears in love, 
Was Cupid's humble ſervant. 


— 


But when the honey-moon was paſt, 
Adieu to tender ſpeeches ! 

Ma'am toy*d quadrille, and loſt too faſt, 
I ſwore I'd wear the breeches. 

I ſtorm in-vain ; reſtraint ſhe hates : 

« Adieu,” ſhe cries, „the chariot waits;“ 
« My dear, your humble ſeryant,” 


She's gone, poor girl, and in my cot, 
With friend and bottle ſmiling, 

(Not envious of a, higher lot) 

The tedious hours beguiling. 


RE ET 
If care peeps in, I'm buſy then, 
I nod, deſire he'll call again, 


Amd am his hunible ſervant. 


N | Since life's a jeſt, as wiſe ones ſay, 
| "Tis beſt employ'd in laughing, z | 
| Arid come what Fg owning cares there may, 

| My antidote is quaffing. 
I'm ever jovial, gay, and free, 
| For this is my philoſophy z | 
1 | And ſo your humble ſervant. 
| 
| 
| 


8. 0 410 
THE DUMB WIFE. 


HERE was a bonny blade, had marry*'d a 
| country maid, 

4 And ſafely conducted her home, home, home; 
1 She was neat in every part; ſhe ploas'd to the 
4 heart, 

But ah! alas! ſhe was dumb, dumb, dumb, 


She was bright as the day, and as briſk as the May, 
And as round, and as plump as a plumb, plumb, 
plumb, 
But ſtill the filly ſwain, could do nothing but 
complain, 
Becauſe that his wife ſhe was damb, dumb, 
dumb. 


H 


To 
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She could brew, and ſhe could bake, ſhe could 
ſew, and ſhe could make, 
She could ſweep clean tlie houſe, with a broom, 
broom, broom : 
She could waſh, and ſhe could wring, or do any 
kind of thing th 
But ah! alas! the Was dumb, dumb, dumb. 


To the doctor then he went for to give himſelf 
0 content, 

And to cure his wife of the am mum, mum: 
Oh! 'tis the eaſieſt part, that belongs unto my art, 
To make a woman ſpeak that is dumb, dumb, 
1 dumb, 


Then the doctor he did bring, and he cut her 
chattering ſtring N 
And at liberty ſet her tongue, tongue, tongue, 
Oh her tongue began to walk, which made her 
loud to talk, | 
3 2 As tho? ſhe had never been dumb, dumb, dumb, 


Her faculty ſhe tries, and ſhe fill'd the houſe with 
noiſe, 
And the rattled i in his ears like a drum, drum, 
drum; 
She bred a deal of ſtrife, made him d of his 
life, | 
He*d ig. any kind of thing the were dumb, 
dumb, dumb, | 


To the doctor then he goes, and thus he yents 
his woes, 
Oh doctor 'tis all a hum, hum, hum; 
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For my wiſe is turn'd a ſcold, and ber tongue ſhe 
will not hold, 
I'd give; any kind. of thing ſhe were dumb, 


dumb, dumb. 


1 


When I did indenake to make thy wiſe to ſpeak, 


It was a thing eaſily done, done, done: 
But *tis paſt the art of man, let him do whate'er 


he can | 
To make a ar wife | bold i her tongue, | 


tongue, tongue. 71 | 
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F 0 N 8, 18 
Sung in Boes in a nun. 


112 the gay ones and great 
Make the moſt of their fate 


From pleaſure to pleaſure 137 run; 
Well, who cares a jot ? 
' _Tenvy them not, | 
While I have my dog and my gun. 


For exerciſe, air, 
To the fields I repair, 
With ſpirits unclouded and light? 
The blifſes I find, 
No ſtings leave behind, 
But bealth and diverſion unite, 
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Sung in the Jovial Crew, 


Made love to Kate, long I ſigh'd for ſhe, 
Till I heard of late, ſhe'd a mind to me: 
I met her on the green in her beſt array, 
So pretty ſhe did ſeem, ſhe ſtole my heart away: 


Oh then we kiſs'd and preſs'd, were we much to 


blame ? 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the 
ſame. 


As I fonder grew, ſhe began to prate, 
Quoth ſhe, I'll marry you, if you will marry 
Kate ; 


But then I laugh'd and ſwore, I loy'd her more 


than ſo, 
For ty'd each to a rope's end, tis tugging to and 
fro: 
Again we kiſs'd and preſs'd, were we much to 
blame? 


Had you been in my place, you'd have done the 


ſame. 


Then ſhe ſigh'd, and ſaid, ſhe was wond'rous 

ſick, _ 

Dicky Katy led, Katy ſhe led Dick ; 

Long we toy'd and play'd, under vonder oak, 

Katy loſt the game, though ſhe play'd in joke; 

For there we did, alas ! what I dare not name, 

Had you been in my place, you'd have done the 
ſame, | 
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"i Ink. JoLLY SAILOR. 
Jolly Tack tar, but a little white ſince, 
As drunk as a beggar, as bold as a prince, 


| 

| Fell foul of at alchouſe, and thought it a lin, 
| | To paſs without calling, ſo went roaring in. 

| 

| 

| 


Derry down, &c 


He ſcarce had ſat down, when the landlord 
came by, 


1 With pudding and beef, which attracted his eye; 
From the maſt head a ſailor, Jack leapt from his 
| place, 

1 And graſping his cudgel, gave orders for chace. 
ft | Derry down, &c. 


. 
= — — 
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Now it happen'd together ten Frenchmen were 
met, | 
Reſolving ſoup maigre and frogs to forget 
Convinc'd of their error, they'd order'd a feaſt, 


To be dreſt and ſerv'd up in a true Engliſh taſte. 
— e down, &c, 


— ——_—— ä—ͤ—ä—ᷣ— — 


At the heels of the Wend Jack quickly ap- 
pears, 
And made the room echo with three Britiſh cheers ; 
| Then fat himſelf down, without any debate, 
And whipt his old chew on his next neighbour's 
plate. 


— 5 = - 
9 — - . ®- r 1 1 
— l 7˖7—p——— —¹r* 
— * — ꝙ6ꝙh92 „ 2 


wo 9 
— ma - - 
— — — 
on 
mw A244 
m—_—_— — = — — 
o —— = _ 


Derry down, &c. 
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No ſooner was Jack thus poſſeſt of a place, 
Than thinking it neeUleſs to wait for the grace, 
I. ſpite of their whiſpers, the ſtout Engliſh thief, 

Firſt grappled the pudding then boarded the beef, 
Derry down, &c. 


priſe, 
hey ſhrank up their ſhoulders, and ſtar'd with 
t their eyes, 
rom one went a hah ! from another a hem ! 
They look'd at their landlord, their landlord at 
them, 
Derry down, &C, 


One more bold than the reſt, by his brethren 8 
advice, 

ade a ſneaking attempt to come in for a flice, 

t Jack cut his fingers, and gave him a check ; 

ing down with your arms, or I' ſoon clear 

| the deck. Dry down, &c, 


Now nothing could equal the Frenchmen's ſur- 
| 


* 


At length to revenge, all the Frenchmen unite, 

ach ſeiz'd on his knife, and prepar'd for a fight; 

quaxters, ſays Jack, I would have you "not 
think; 

ſtrike you ſoup bibbers, ſtrike, ſtrike, or you 

ſink. Derry down, &c, 


The landlord beholding, approach'd from afar, 

dd ſneaking behind, ſeiz'd the hands of the tar; 

e got him, ſays he, but he ſcarce could 7 
more, 

e he found his dull pate, where his heels were 
before. Derry down, &c, 


— — 
— 


. 
—— 


- 
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Then frowning, Jack flouriſh'd his truſly ole 
ſtick, 
And lay on his broadſides ſo faſt and ſo thick; 
He ſo well play'd his part in a minute, that four | 
Lay ſprawling _ with their hoſt on the floor, 
Derry down, ke 


The reſt being diſmay'd at their country men 
fate, 
Each fearing Jack's ſtick would alight on hi 


pate, v 
Soon yielded him victor, and lord of the main, 

With humble entreaty to bury their ſlain. 14 

Derry down, & | 
To which he conſented, but ordered that the | T 
For the beef, and the pudding, and porter ſhoul * 
Pay; ö Bt 

So ſaying, he ſtagger'd away to his wench, 

Still whooping and crying, down, down with th 1 
\ French, Derry down, &. ww 
Cn O Bu 
4 | 

0 

W. 
Sung by Mr. Banniſler. 
An 


Cen buſtle, buſtle, drink about, 
And let us merry be, 

Our cann is full, we'll pump it out, 

8 then all hands to ſea. 

And a ſailing we will 5 


IF 63 J 
Fine Miſs at dancing-ſchool is taught, 
The minuet to tread, 


But we go better when we've brought 
The fore-tack to cat-head. 


13 The Jockey's call'd to horſe, to horſe, 
And ſwiftly rides the race, 

But ſwifter far we ſhape our courſe, 
When we are giving chace. 


When horns and ſhouts the foreſt rend, 
His pack the huntſman cheers 

As loud we hollow when we ſend 
A broadſide to Monſieurs. 


With muſic fine and ſoft, 
But better ſounds our Boatſwain's call, 
All hands, all hands aloft ! 


With gold and filver ſtreamers fine 
The ladies rigging ſhew, 

But Engliſh ſhips more grander mine, 
When prizes home we tow, 


What's got at ſea we ſpend on ſhore, 
With ſweethearts or our wives ; , 

And then, my boys, hoiſt ſail for more, 
Thus pals the ſailors lives. 


ll £ 


The What's their names, at uproar ſquall, 


And a ſailing we will go. 


. ů —— — — — - — 
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Sung in Thomas and Sally. 


1 echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad, 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away; 
The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 

What pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox ! 
O'er hill and o'er valley he flies; 

Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him, huzza ! 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on and dies. 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gay, 

How ſweet with the bottle and laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day ! 

With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy : 
Dull wiſdom all happinefs ſours : 

Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flows. 


OY ** 


3:9" 80 
TRE DAWN or HOPE. 


Dawn of Hope my ſoul revives, 
And baniſhes diſpair; | 
If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 
Make him, ye Gods, your care, 


E 
Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, 
My tender grief remove; 


Oh! ſend ſome cheering ray of liglit, 
And guide me to my love. 


1 
a 
* 


Thus, in a ſecret friendly ſhade, 

The penſive Celia mourn'd, 
While courteous echo lent her aid, 
And ſigh for ſigh return'd. 


When, ſudden, Damon's well-known face 
Each riſing fear difarms, _ 

He eager ſprings to her embrace, 
She ſinks into his arms, 
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EC" Rx 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, 


OME ye lads who wiſh to ſhine, / 
Bright in future ſtory, 

Haſte to arms and form the line 

That leads to martial glory. 


CHORUS, 


Charge the muſket, point the lance, 
Brave the worſt of dangers ; 

Tell the bluſtering ſons of France, 

| That we to fear art ſirangers. - 

H a | 


* 
i 

| 

7 

1 

bo 
| 

** 


Hearts of oak with ſpeed advance; 


o 
= — — © — — — 


—— — 
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All unite and Engliſh hearts, 
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Britain, when the lion's rous'd, 
And the flag is rearing, 
Always finds her ſons diſpos'd 
To drub the ſoe that's daring. 
Charge the muſket, &e. 


Pour your naval thunder, 
On the trembling ſhores of France, 
And ſtrike the world with wonder. 
Charge the muſket, &c. N 


Honour for the brave to ſhare, 
Is the nobleſt booty; 8 
Guard your coaſts, protect the fair; 
For that's a Briton's duty. 
Charge your muſket, &| | 


What if Spain ſhould take their parts, 
And form a baic alliance ? 


May bid the world dehiance. 
Beat the drum the trumpet ſound, 
Manly and united; 


Danger face, maintain your ground, 
Aud ſee your country righted, 


\ 


xc. 


Ke. 
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8 m8 
Sung in the Padlock, 


EAR Heart! what a terrible life am I led? 
A dog has a better that's ſhelter'd and fed; 
Night and day 'tis the ſame, 
My pain is dere game z 
My wiſh to de Lord me was dead. 


Whate'er's to be done, 
Poor black muſt run; 

Mungo here, Mungo dere, 
Mungo every where, 
Above or below, 
Sirrah, come, Sirrah, go; 
Do ſo, and do ſo. 
Oh! Oh! 

Me wiſh to de Lord me was dead. 


ä. 2 ——— 
. 0 


Sung in the Duenna. 


O The days when I was young! 
When I laugh'd in fortune's ſpight, 
Talked of love the whole day long, 
And with nectar crown'd the night. 
3" 


Then it was old father care, 
Little reck'd I of thy frown 3 
Halt thy malice youth could bear, 
And the reſt a bumper drown. 101 
O the days, &c. 


Truth they ſay, lies in a well; 
Why, I vow, I ne'er could ſee, 
Let the water -drinkers tell, 
There it always lay for me. 
For when ſparkling wine went round, 
Never ſaw I falſhood's maſk ; 
But ſtill the honeſt truth I found 
In the bottom of each flaK. 
+ 1 O the days, &c, 


True, at length, my vigour's flown, 
I have years to bring decay; 

Few the locks that now I own, 
And the few I have are prey. 

Yet, old Jerome, thou may it boaſt, 
While thy ſpirits do not tire; 

Still beneath thy age's froſt 
Glows a ſpark of youthful fire. | 

O the days, &c. 


— —  __— 

S8 §u ON Oy 
Sung in Alfred. 

* 7 HEN Britain firſt, at Heaven's command, 


#4roſe from out the azure naain z 
Arole, &c. 


EE — — 2 — — — 
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This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung the ſtrain; 


Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be ſlaves. 


The nations not ſo bleſt as thee, _ 
Muſt, in their turns, to en fall ; 
: Muſt, in, Cc. 
Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, malt flouriſh. great and 
| free, 
| The dread and envy of them all. 
| Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
c. | More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke ; 
| More dreadful, &c. 
As the loud blaſt that tears the Kies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak, 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; 
All their attempts to bend thee down; 
All their, &c. 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 
And work their woe, and thy renown. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce fhine ; 
Thy citics, &c. 
And thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject main, 
And ev'ry ſhore it circles, thine, 
Rule, ra, &c. 
£44 44 H 4 
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The Muſes, ſtill with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair ; 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair. 
Bleft iſle! with beauties, with matchleſs beautic; 
crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be ſlaves. | 


tag 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter. | Y 
6 HE wand'ring ſailor ploughs the main, * 


A competence in life to gain; 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, 
To find at laſt content and eaſe; 
In hopes, when toil and danger's, o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. 


When winds blows hard, and mountains roll, 
And thunders ſhake from pole to pole ; 
'Tho* deathful waves ſurrounding foam, 
Still flatt'ring fancy wafts him home; 
In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. 


When round the bowl the jovial crew 
The early ſcenes of youth renew; 
Tho? each his fev'rite fair will boaft, 
This is the amiverſal toaſt! 
May we, when toil and danger's o'er, 
Caſt anchor on our native ſhore! 


11 


$20 7 NN. 4 
Sung by Mrs Kennedy. 


HE duſky night rides down the {&y, 
And uſhers in the morn ; 
The hounds all join in jovial ery, 
The huntſman winds his horn. 
chorus. And a hunting we will go, &c, 


The wiſe around her huſband throws 
Her arms to make him ſtay 

My dear, it rains, it hails, it ſnows ! 
You cannot hunt to day. 

Clio, Let a hunting we will go, Sc. 


Away they fly to 'ſcape the rout, 
Their ſteeds they ſoundly ſwitch 

Some are thrown in, ſome are thrown out, 
And ſome are thrown in the ditch. 

Cho. Yet a hunting we will go, Sc. 


At laſt from ſtrength to faintneſs worn, 
Poor Reynard ceaſes flight; 

Then, weary, homeward we return, 
And drink away the night. 

Cho. And a drinking we will go, Ce. 
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a 
S ON 6. 
THE CHAISE- MARINE. 


Y deareſt life, were thou my wife, 
How happy ſhould I be! 

And all my care in peace and war, 

Should be to pleaſure rhee. 
When up and down, from town to town, 

We jolly ſoldiers rove 
Then yon, my queen, in; chaiſe-marine, 

Shall move like queen of love. (1 g 


Your love Pd prize beyond the Kies, 
Beyond the ſpoils of war; 

Would'ſt thou agree to follow me, 
In humble baggage-car, 

For happineſs, tho” in diſtreſs, - 
In ſoldiers wives is ſeen ; 

And pride in coach has more reproach 
Than love in chaiſe-marine. 


Oh ! do not hold your love in gold, 
Nor ſet your heart on gain; 

Behold the great, with all their ſtate, 
Their lives are care and pain, 

In houſe or tent, I pay no rent, 
Nor care nor trouble ſee: 

But ev'ry day I gct my pay, 

And ſpend it merrily. 
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Love not thoſe knave's, great fortunc's flaves. 
Who lead ignoble lives: 

Nor deign to ſmile on men ſo vile, 
Who fight none but their wives, 
For Britain's right and you we fight, 

And ev'ry ill dety ; 
Should but. the fair reward our care, 
With love and conſtancy. 


If ſighs, nor groans, nor tender moans, 
Can win your harden'd heart; 

Let love in arms, with all his charms, 
Then take a ſoldier's part. 

With fite and drum the ſoldiers come, 
And all the pomp of war ; 

Then don't think mean of chaiſe-marine, 
*'Tis love's triumphant car, 


—— —— — ĩi— b 
THE MERRY FELLOW, 


E that will not merry merry be 
With a gen'rous bowl and a toaſt, 
May he in Bridwell be fhut up, 
And faſt bound to a poſt. 


Let him be merry merry there, 
And we'll be merry merry here: 
For who can know where we ſhall go 


To be merry another year? 


L 156 J 


He that will not merry merry be, 
And take his glaſs in courſe, 
May he be oblig'd to drink ſmall beer, 
With ne'er a penny in his purſe, 
Let him be merry, &c. 


He that will not merry merry be, 
With a comp'ny of jolly boys, 
May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding wiſe, 
To confound him with her noiſe. 
Let him be merry, &c. 


He that will not merry merry be 
With his miſtreſs in his bed, 
Let him be bury'd in the church-yard, 
And me pur in his ſtead, 
Let him be merry, &c. 


e 


— mm 


THE JOVIAL SEA MEN. 
9 
E OW little do the landſmen know 
Oi what we ſailors feel, 

When waves do mount and winds do blow; 

But we have hearts of fſteet : 
No danger can airight us, 

No enemy ſhall flout: 
We'll make the monſicurs right u us z 
80 toſs the cann about, 


2" 
* 
- - 
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Stick cloſe to orders, meſſmates, 
We'll plunder, burn, and fink, 
Then France have at your firſt- rates; 
For Briton's never ſhrink : 
We'll rummage all we fancy, 
We'll bring them in by ſcores, 
And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy 
Shall roll in louis-d'ores. 


While here at Deal we're lying 
With our noble commodore, 
We'll ſpend our wages freely boys, 
And then to ſea for more: 
In peace we'll drink and ſing boys, 
In war we'll never fly; 
Here's a health to George our king, boys, 
And the royal family, 


— — — — 


S 1. 
Sung in the Padlock, 


AS I a ſhepherd's maid, to keep 
On yonder plains a flock of ſliee 

Well pleas'd, Pd watch the live-long day 
My ewes at feed, my lambs at pla: 
Or, would ſome bird that pity brings, 
But for a moment lend its wings; 
My parents they might rave and ſcold, 
My guardian ſtrive my will to hold; ; 
Their words are harfh, his walls are high, < 
But ſpite of all, away Pd fly. 


Dy ... 
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Sung in the School for Scandel. 


ERE's to the maid of baſhfnl fifteen. 
Likewiſe to the widow of fifty; 
Here's ro the bold and extravagant quean, 
And here's to the houſewife that's thriſty. 
Let the toaſt pals, 
Drink to the laſs, 
I warrant a prove an excuſe for the 5. 
Here's to che Sh Pb: whoſe: titles we prize, 
And likewiſe to her that has none, Sir; 
Here's to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, 
And here's to her that's but one, Sir, 
Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 


7 
Here's to the maid with a boſom: of ſnow, 
And to her that's as Lrown as a berry; _ 
And here's to the wife with a face- full of woe, 
And here's to the girl that is merry. 
Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 


Let her be clumſy, or let her be ſlim, 
Young or ancient I care not a feather; 
So fill the pint bumper quit up to the brim, 
And e'en let us toaſt them together. 
Let the toaſt pals, | 
Drink to the lais, 
TU warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glaſs, 


. Ip 4 
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A Hunting Song, Sung by Mr. Cubitt, at Vauxhall, 


HE bluſh of Aurora now tinges the morn, | 
And dew drops beſpangle the ſweet ſcented 
thorn z 
Then ſound brother ſportſman, found, ſound the 
gay horn, 
Till Phoebus awaken the day; 
And ſee now he riſes in ſplendor how bright, 
I, O, Pzan for Phoebus the god of delight; 
All glorious in beauty now vaniſh the night, 
Then mount boys to horſe and away. 
What raptures can equal the joy of the chace, 
Health, bloom, and contentment appear in each 
face, 
And in our ſwift courſers what beauty and grace 
ö While we the fleet ſtag do purſue; 
At the deep and harmonious ſweet cry of the 
g hounds, 
truck by terror he burſts from the foreſt's wide 
F bounds, 
nd tho? like the light'ning he darts o'er the grounds 
. Yet ſtill boys we keep him in view. 


| 


W\Vhen chac'd, till quite ſpent, he his life does re- 
ſign, 

Our victim we'll offer at Bacchus's ſhrine, 

And revel in honour of Nimrod divine, 

That hunter ſo mighty of fame; 


E 
Our glaſſes tlien charge to our country and king, 
Love and Beauty we'll charge to, and jovially ling, 
Vithing health and ſucceſs till we make the houls 
ring, 
To all ſportſmen and ſons of the game, 


o 


I Winna marry ony mon but Sandy o'er the Lec, 
I winna ha the Domminee for gned he canna be, 
But I will ha my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the Lee, 
For he's aye a kiſling, kiſling, aye a kiſſing me, 


I will not have the miniſter for all his godly looks, 
Nor yet will I the lawyer have, for all his wily 

| crooks : 
I will not have the plowman lad, nor yet will I the 
miller, 
But I will have my Sandy lad, without one panny 

ſiller. 
For he's aye a kiſſing, &c. 


1 will not have the ſoldier ad, for he gangs to the 

J will not be the en lad, (Ree he ſmells of 

Iwill not aaa the lord nor laixd ſor all their mcikle 

But I will nabe my IEA lad, my Sandy ofer the 
meir, 


For !.c's aye a kiſlng, ge. 


E 


0 


Sung in Arterxerxes, 


SE not rage, thy boſom firing, 


Pity's ſofter claim remove: 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love, 


Each ungentle thought ſuſpending, 

Judge of mine by thy ſoft breaſt z 

Nor with rancour never ending, 
Heap freſh ſorrows on th' oppreſt. 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 

Snare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Heav'n, that ev'ry joy has croſs'd, 
Ne'er my wretched ſtate can mend 
I, alas, at once have loſt 
Father, brother, lover, friend ! 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 

Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love, 


j 
* 


E 
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A HUNTING SONG, 


WAY to the field, fee the morning looks gray, 

And, {weetly bedappled, forbodes a fine day; 
The hounds are all eager the {port to embrace, 
And carol aloud to be led to the chace, 


Then hark in the morn, to the call of the = 
And join with the Jovial crew. 

While the ſeaſon invites, with all its delights, 
The health-giving chace to purſue. 


How charming the ſight when Aurora firſt dawns, 

To ſee the bright beagles ſpread over the lawns; 

To welcome the ſun, now returning from reſt, 

Their mattins they chant as they merrily queſt, 
Then hark in the morn, &c, 


But oh! how each boſom with tranſport it fills, 

To ſtart juſt as Phoebus peeps over the hills; 

While joyous, from valley to valley reſounds 

The ſhouts of the hunters and cry of the hounds, 
Then hark in the morn, &c 


| DRUG die 44 
See how the brave hanters with courage elate, F 
Fly hedges or ditches, or top the barr'd gate; Te! 
Borne by their bold courſers no danger they ſcar, 8 
And give to the winds all vexation and care. on 

Then hark in the morn, &c. 
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Ye cits for the chace quit the joys of the town, 

And ſcorn the dull pleaſure of ſleeping in down; 

ncertain your toil, or for honour or wealth, 

Ours {till is repaid with contentment and health, 
Then hark in the morn, &c. 


—— I — — 
| ene 


a THE ST ORM,- 


EASE rude Boreas, bluſtering railer, 
Liſt ye landſmen all to me, 
leſsmates hear a brother ſailor, | 

Sing the dangers of the ſea”; 
rom bounding billows, firſt in motion, 
When the diftant whirlwinds riſe, 

'0 the tempeſt troubled ocean, 
Where the ſeas contend with ikies, 
Hark the boatſwain hoarſly bawling, 

By topſail ſheets, and haulyards ſtand, 
Down top-gallants quick be hauling, 

Down your ſtay-ſails, hands boys, hand! 


y 


* 
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i (ow it freſhens, ſet the braces, 
The lee-top-ſail-ſheets let go, 
nds. uff, boys, luff, don't make wry faces, 


Up your top-ſails nimbly clew, 


Now all you on down beds ſporting, 

Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms, 

reh enjoyment wanton courting, 

ſcar, Safe trom all but love's alarms: 
wound us roars the tempeſt louder, 

Think what fears our mind enthral z 

Harder, yet it yet blows harder, 

Hark again the boatſwain's call, 
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The top- ſail yards point to the wind boys, 


See all clear to reef each courſe, ' | ( 
Let the ſore-ſhe<t go, don't mind boys, 

Tho' the weather ſhould be worſe, 1 
Fore and aft the ſprit-fail yard get, | 

Reef the mizen, ſee all clear, 1 
Hands up, each preventer brace ſet, 

Man the fore-yard, cheer, lads, cheer. | 


Now the dreadfu] thunder roaring, 
Peals on peals contending claſh, N d 

On our heads fierce rain falls ponring, 
In our eyes blue lightnings flaſh ; 

One wide water all azound 
All above us one black ky 

Different deaths at once ſurround us, 
Hark! what means yon dreadful cry. 


A 


 _... 


The fore-maſt's gone ! cries every tongue out, 
O'er the lee, twelve feet bove deck; 
A leak beneath the cheſt-tree*s ſprung out, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck. 
Quick, the lanyards cut to pieces, 
Come my hearts be ſtout and bold ! 
Plumb the well; the leak increaſes, 
Four feet water” s in the hold. Wer 


While o'er the ſhip wild waves are ne F 
We for wives or children mourn; 
Alas from hence there's no retreating, 
Alas, to them there's no return: | 1 
Still the leak 1 is gaining on us, / 
Both chain pumps are choak'd below; B 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us! - vi 
For only that can ſave us now. 
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On the lee-beam is the land boys, 
Let the guns o'er board be thrown, 
To the pump come ev'ry hand boys; 
See our mizen malt is gone: 
The leak we've found, it can't pour faſt, 
We've lighten'd her a foot or more; 
Up and rig a jury fore-maſt; 
She rights, ſhe rights boys, ware off ſhore, - 


Now once more on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind fortune ſav'd our lives; 
Come, the cann boys, let's be drinking, 
To our {weet-hearts and our wives, 
Fill it up, about ſhip wheel it, 
Cloſe to th? lips a brimmer join 
Where's the tempeſt now, who feels it, 
None, our danger's drown'd in wine. 


— —— — 


San Nt; . 
Sung in the Duenna, 


AD I a heart for falſhood fram'd, 
I ne'er could injure you: 
For tho” your tongue no promiſe claim'd, 
Your charms would make me true. 


To you no ſoul ſhall bear deceit, 
No ſtranger offer wrong: 

But friends in all the agꝰd you'll meet, 
And lovers in the Youngs 


— — — — 


166 J 


But when they learn that you have bleſt 
Another with your heart, 


They'll bid aſpiring paſſion reſt, 


And act a brother's part. 


Then, lady, dread not here deceit, 
Nor fear to ſuffer wrong: 

For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And brothers in the young. 


SO" "NN -G, 
A HUNTING SONG. 


O you hear, brother ſportſman, the ſound 
the horn, 
And yet the ſweet pleaſure decline; 
For ſhame, rouze your ſenſes, and, ere it is morn, 
With me the ſweet melody join. 


Throꝰ the wood and the valley the traitor we'll rally, 
Nor quit him till panting he lies; 

While hounds, in full cry, thro' hedges ſhall fly, 
And chace the ſwift hare till ſhe dies, 


Then ſaddle your ſteed, to the meadows and fields 
Both willing and joyous repair; 
No paſtime in life greater happineſs yields 
Than chacing the fox and the hare. 


For ſuch comforts, my friend, on che ſportſman 
* *-atrend, 
Ne pleaſure like hunting is found; 
For when it is o'er, as briſk as before, 
Next morning we ſpurn up the ground. 


1 of 
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A 


HEARTS OF OAK. 


OME, cheer up, my lads, tis to glory we ſteer, 
To add ſomething new to this wonderful year; 
To honour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves; 


For who are ſo free as the {ons of the waves? 


> at 4 + A 


CHORUS, 


Hearts of oak are our ſhips, hearts of oak are ourmen, 
We always are ready, 
Steady boys, ſleady ; | 
Well fight and we'll conquer again and again. 


We ne*er ſee our foes, but we wiſh them to ſtay; 
They never ſee us but they wiſh us away; 
If they run, why we follow, and run them aſhore, 
For if they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes, 
They'll frighten our women, our children and beaus: 
But ſhould their flat bottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 
Still Britons they'll find to receive them aſhore, 


We'll ſtill make them run, and we'll ſtill make 
them. ſweat, | 

n ſpite of the devil, and Bruſſels Gazette; 

Then cheer up my lads, with one voice let us ſing, 

Our ſoldiers, our ſailors, our ſtateſmen and king. 


R err, 


F 
f 
| 
| 
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„. 
GUARDIAN ANGELS, 


922 angels now protect me, 
Send me to the ſwain I love; 
Cupid with thy bow direct me, 
Help me all ye powers above. 
Bear him my fighs, ye gentle breezes, H 
Tell him I love, and I deſpair ; 
Tell him, for him 1 grieve, 


Say 'tis for him I livez l On 

O may the ſhepherd be ſincere! Wh 
Thro the ſhady groves I'll wander, 

Silent as the bird of night; Wh 
Near the brink of yonder fountain The 
Firſt Leander bleſs'd my ſight; \ cl 
Witneſs, ye groves and falls of water, ha 

Echoes, repeat the vows he ſwore : : 
Can he forget me, 5 ho 
Will he neglect me, 
Shall I never ſee him more! he 
\ pa 
Does he love and yet forſake me, 01d 

To admire a nymph more fair? 

If *tis fo: Pll wear the:willow, : | V ha 
And eſteem the happy pair. | = r 
1 8 By ntn 

Vho 
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Some lonely cave Pll make my dwelling, 
Ne'er more the cares of life purſue : 
The lark and Philomel 
Only ſhall hear me tell 
What makes me bid the world adieu, 


— — ——————C 


s 0 N . 
Sung in the Miller of Mansfield. 


He happy a ſtate does the miller poſſeſs, 


Who would be no greater, nor fears to be 
leſs, 


On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 


Which is better than ſervilely cringing at court. 
Which is, &c. 


What tho” he all duſty and whiten'd does go, 

The more he ts powder'd, the more like a beau; 

\ clown in his dreſs may be honeſter far, 

han a courtier who ſtruts in his garter and ſtar, 


ho? his hands are ſo daub'd they're not fit to be 
ſeen, | 
he hands of his betters are not very clean 
\ palm more polite may as dirtily deal, 
old in handling will ſtick to the fingers like meal, 


What then, if a pudding for dinner he lacks, 
He cribs without ſcruple from other mens ſacks ; 
In this ſort of right noble example he brags, 
ho borrow as freely from other mens bags. 
I 
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Or ſhould he endeavour to heap an eſtate, 
| In this too he mimics the tools of the ſtate ; 
Whoſe aim is alone their own coffers to fill, 
As all his concern's to bring griſt to his mill. 


He eats when he's hungry, and drinks when he' | | 
dry, | 

And down when he's weary contented does lie; 

Then riſes up cheerful to work and to ſing ; 

If ſo happy a miller, then who'd be a king? 


———— ——————ccWC OO ——. — 
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Sung by the Free Maſons, 


THE APPRENTICE SONG, 


(9 let us prepare, 
We brothers that are 


Aſſembled on merry occaſion, 
Let's drink, laugh, and ſing, 
Our wine has a ſpring : 
Here's a health to an accepted maſon, 


The world is in pain, 

Our ſecret to gain, 
But ſtill let them wonder and gaze on 
Till they're ſhewn the light 
˖ They'll ne'er know the right 
Word or ſign of an accepted maſon. 
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'Tis this and 'tis that ; 
They cannot tell what; 
Why ſo many great men in the nation 
Should aprons put on, 
To make themſelves one 
With a free and an accepted maſon, 


Great kings, dukes, and lords, 
Have laid by their ſwords ; 
This our myſt'ry to put a good grace on; 
And ne'er been aſham'd, 
To hear themſelyes nam'd 
With a free and an accepted maſon, 


Antiquity 's pride 
We have on our ſide, 

It makes each man juſt in his Nation ; 
There's nought but what's good 
To be underſtood 

By a free and an accepted maſon, 


We're true and ſincere, 
And juſt to the fair, 
They'll truſt us on ev'ry occaſion z 
No mortal can more 
The ladies adore 


Than a free and an accepted maſon, 


Then join hand in hand, 
To each other firm ſtand, | 6 


Let's be merry, and put a bright face on; 
No mortal can boaſt | 


So noble a toaſt, 
As a free and an accepted maſon. 
I 2 


£ * 4 


8 O N G, 
A MACARONI ODE 
On the Evening of the Regatta, 


L* Muſes come and cry, 
Put your finger in your eye; 

Join the Macaroni kind, 

Demn the weather, demn the wind. 


Winds that rumple powder'd hair, 
Winds that fright the feather'd fair, 
Winds that blow our hats away, 
And rudely with our ruffles play. 


Winds that drown the gentle note, 
Fritter*d through a gentle throat; 
Winds that clouds. around us throw, 
And ſpoil the glitter of our ſhow, 


Demn the winds that us have ſtirr'd, 
On Friday, June the twenty-third, 
To plague the Macaroni kind: 
Demn the rain, and demn the wind, 
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N, 
Sung in tie Devil to Pay. 


OME, jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
Crown this night with pleaſure z _ 

Let none at cares of life repine, 

Io deſtroy our pleaſure : 

Fill up the mighty ſparkling bowl, 

W That ev'ry true and loyal foul, 

May drink and fing without controul, 
To ſupport our pleaſure, 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian to our pleaſure, 
That under thy protection we 
May enjoy new pleaſure : \ 
And as the hours glide away, 
We'll in thy name invoke their ſtay, 
And ſing thy praiſes, that we may 

Live and die with pleaſure. 


— — ñ ĩ é — 
F 


THE ADIEU. 


„ 


| AREWELL to the meads and the fields, 
Where late ſo delighted I rov'd, 
Farewell ey'ry ſweet, nature yields, 

' I've loſt the dear charmer I loy'd } 


| I 3 


| 
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Farewell the delights of the ſpring, 
In beauty and health ever new, 
No more in your praiſe ſhall I ſing, 
For Strephon thus bids you adieu! 


For ever farewell to the ſhade, _. 
Where to Delia I tender'd my love; 

For ever farewell to the glade, | 
Where ſhe did my e approve. 


Farewell to the hill and the dale, 

To the grot and each paſtoral view, 

Your charms can no longer prevail, 
And Strephon thus bids you adieu! 


No more in the morning ſo gay, 
Shall Strephen trip over the lawn, 
No more ſing his carols to May, 
Or rejoice in th* approach of the dawn; 


For Delia alas! is no more, 
My Delia ſo conſtant and true, 

Her loſs I ſhall ever deplore,—. 
For ever, for ever, adieu! 


. LY 


— 
1 


HE lark's ſhrill note awakes the morn,, 
The breezes wave the ripen'd corn; 
The yellow harveſt, free from ſpoil, 
Rewards the happy farmer's toil: 
The flowing bowl ſucceeds the flail, 
O'er which he tells the jocund tale. 


6 
| CG. Mis 
| Sung in the Maid of the Mill, 


F. from ſorrow, free from ſtrife, 
O how bleſt the miller's life !. 
Cheerful working thro? the day, 
Still he laughs and ſings away. 
Nought can vex him, 

| Nought perplex him, 


While there's griſt to make him gay, 
DUET. 


Let the great enjoy the bleſſings 
By indulgent fortune ſent : 
What can wealth, can grandeur offer 
More than plenty and content? 


CHORUS. 
Free from ſorrow, &c. 
————— — — 
F 
Sung by Mr. Wilſon, in the Agreeable Surpriſe, 


T* Facky Bull, when bound for France, \ 
The goſling you diſcover, 2 

But taught to ride, to fence and dance, 

A finiſh'd gooſe comes over, 


1.1 
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With his tierce and carte, ſa! ſa ! 
And his cotillon ſo ſmart,—ha! ha! 


He charms each female heart, —oh la! 
As Jachy returns from Dover. 


For cocks and dogs ſee ſquire at home, 
The prince of country tonies! 

Return'd from Paris, Spa, or Rome, 
Our 'ſquire's a nice Adonis 

With his tierce and carte, —ſa! fa ! 

And his cotillon fo ſmart, —ha ! ha! 

He charms the female heart, —oh la ! 
The pink of Macaronies ! 


— — . —— — — 
F 
Sung in the Padlock, 


8 little fooliſh, flutt'ring thing, 
Whither, ah! whither would you wing 
Your airy flight? 
Stay here and ſing, 
Your miſtreſs to delight, 
No, no, no, 
Sweet Robin, you ſhall not go ! 
Where, you wanton, could you be 
Half fo happy as with me? 


S 
. 
Sung by Mrs, Kennedy, at Vauxhall, 


F Sally lov'd a bonny ſeaman, 
With tears ſhe ſent him out to roam; 
Young Thomas lov'd no other woman, 
But left his heart with her at home, 
she view'd the ſea from off the hill, 
And as ſhe turn'd her ſpinning wheel, 
| She ſung of her bonny ſeaman. 


The wind blew loud, and ſhe grew paler 
To ſee the weather-cock turn round, 
When lo! ſhe ſpy'd her bonny ſailor, 
Come tripping o'er the fallow ground, 
With nimble haſte he leapt the ſtile, 
And Sally met him with a ſmile, 
| And hugg'd her bonny ſailor, 


This knife the gift of lovely Sally, 
I {till have kept it for her ſake ; 
A thouſand times in am'rous ſolly, 
Thy name I've carv'd upon the deck: 
Again this happy pledge returns 
To ſhew how truly Thomas burns. 
| How truly burns for Sally. 


This thimble did'ſt thou give to Sally, | 
While this I ſee I think on you,; 
Then why does Tom ſtand fhilly ſhally, 

While yonder ſteeple is in view. 
Tom never to occaſion blind, 
Now took her in the willing mind. 


And went to church with Sally; 


Y 


A ſonſey thought he ſtarted then, tg 
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. 
K1SS MY BONNY Mov'. 


Sung by Mrs, Wrighten, at Vauxhall, 


A I was ganging o'er the lee, | 
I chanc'd to look behind, 
And wha right glancing ſhu'd I ſee | 
But woodland Joe the hind, 
When we had gang'd the braes awhile, 
He ſaid to me my dow, 
May I not fit upon this ſtile 
And kifs your bonny mov”. Ng 


Kind Sir, ye are a wee miſta' 
For I am nane of theſe, 

I hope ye ſome more breeding ken, 
Than ruffle laſſes claiths. 

The lad was. check'd, and vow'd to ſeck 
Young Jane wi' blithſome brow, 

She'd let him claſp her round the neck, 
And kiſs her bonny mou'. 


I ca'd him then proud-hearted ſwam, 
And laith to be ſaid nay : g 


And nam'd the wedding - day. 
He's braw and blithe, I Iik'd him wer, 

Nor frown upon him now, 
Tho? bolder grown, his vows to ſeal, 17 
He kiſs'd my bonny mou. ; 
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Sung by Mr. Edwin, in the Agreeable Surpriſe. 


A NO, amas, 
| I love a laſs, 
| As a cedar tall and ſlender 
| Sweet cowſlips grace 
Is her nom'tive caſe, 
And ſhe's of the feminine gender. 


CHORUS, 0 


N Rorum corum, © 
| Sunt divorum, 
Harum ſcarum { 
Divo ! 
Tag rag, merry derry, perriwig and hat-band, 
Hic, hoc, horum genitivo ! 


Can I decline 
A nymph divine ? 
Her voice as a flute is dulcis ; 
Her oculus bright, 
Her manus white, | 
And ſoft, when I tao, her pulſe is, | 
Rorum corum, &c. 


Oh, how bella 
My puella ! 
PII kifs ſecula ſeculorum : 
If I've luck, Sir, 
She's my uxor, 
O dies benedidtorum | 


Rorum corum, &c. 


- 


1 
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A HUNTING SONG, 


HE ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with 
And the >. all ſpangled with dew-drops be- | 
The Wes mattin proclaims the new day, | 
And the horn's cheerful ſummons rebukes our de- 
With the Pb of the field there's no pleaſure can 
vie, 


While jocund we follow the hounds in full cry, 


l 


Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, 

And the flaves of the ſtate hunt the {miles of rhe 
court; 

No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 

But innocence ſtill gives a zeſt to our joy. 

With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree; 
The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee; 
The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 
Tho? often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace, 
With the ſports of the field, &c, 


The cit hunts a plumb, the ſoldier kunts fame, 
The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 

And the artful coquette, tho' ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 
Yet, in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues, \ 
With the ſports of the field, &c, 


111 


Let the bold and the buſy hunt glory and weath, 
All the bleſſing we aſk. is the bleſſing of health; 
With hounds and with horns, thro' the woodlands 
to roam, 
| And when tir'd abroad, find contentment at home. 
th With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can 
vie, 


| 


e- (BY While jocund we follow the hounds in full cry, 


N 
l 


| 


SS 
Sung by Mr. Banniſter, in the Quaker. 


WII the lads of the lage ſhall merrily ah} 
Sound the tabors, PIl hand thee along, 

And I ſay unto thee, that verily, ah! 

Thou and I will be firſt in the throng. 

While the lads, &c. 


Juſt then, when the ſwain who laſt year won the 
dow'r, 
With his mates ſhall the ſports have begun, 
When the gay voice of gladneſs reſounds from each 
bow'r, 
And thou long'ſt in thy heart to make one. 
While the lads, &c. wy 


aces 
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Thoſe joys which are harmleſs, what mortal can 

blame? 
"Tis my maxim, that youth ſhould be free; 

And to prove that my words and my deeds arc the 
ſame, 

Believe me, thow'lt preſently ſee, 

While the lads, &c. 


| — — — 
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Sung in the Beggars Opera, K 


OUT H's the ſeaſon made for joys, 
Love is then our duty, 
She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves her beauty. 
Let's be gay, 
While we may, 
Beauty's a flower defpis'd in decay, 
Youth's the ſeaſon, &c. 


Let us drink and ſport to-day, 
Our's is not to-morrow z 
Love with youth flies ſwift away, 
Age i is nought but ſorrow, 
Dance and ſing, 
Time's on the wing, 
Life never knows the return of ſpring. 
Let us drink, &c. 
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Sung in the Maid of the Oaks, 


e 


68 ſing round my favourite tree, 
Ye ſongſters that viſit the grove 
'Twas the haunt of my ſhepherd and me, 

And the bank is a record of love, 


Reclin'd on the turf, by my ſide, 
He tenderly pleaded his caule 
I only with bluſhes reply'd, | 
And the nightingale fill'd up the pauſe, 


0 
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| $0.6, 
Sung in the Jubilee. 


Boro this fair goblet, *twas cary'd from the 
tree, 
Which, oh! my ſweet Shakeſpeare, was planted 
by thee 3 | 
As a relic I kiſs it, and bow at thy ſhrine, 
What comes from thy hand mult be ever divine, 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry tree 
Bend to thee 
Bleſs'd mulberry ; 
Matchleſs was he 
That planted thee, 
And thou, like him, immortal ſhall be, 
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Ye trees of the foreſt ſo rampant and high, 
Who ſpread round your branches, whoſe head; 


{weep the ſky ; | 
Ye curious exotics, whom taſte has brought here, 8 
To root out the natives at prices ſo dear: 


All ſhall yield, &c, 


The oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaſt, 
Preſerv'd once our king, and will always our coal; 
Of the fir we make ſhips ; there are thouſands that 
fight, 
But one, only one, like our Shakeſpeare can write, 
All ſhall yield, &c, 


1 
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Let Venus deliglit in her gay myrtle bow'rs, 
Pomona in fruit- trees, and IIord in flow'rs; 
The Garden of Shakeſpeare all fancies will ſuit, 
With the {ſweeteſt of ſlow'rs, and the faireſt of 
fruit, | 


All ſhall yield, &c. 


With learning and knowledge the well-letter' 
birch 

Supplies law and phyſie, and grace for the church; 

But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpeare we find, 

He gives the beſt phyſic for body and mine, 


All ſhall yield, &c. An 
The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree; I It 
From him and his merits this takes its degree : W] 
Give Phebus and Bacchus their laurel and vinc, 

The tree of our Shakeſpeare is itil} more divine. 
All ſhall yield, &, | Ti 


ds 
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As the genius of Shakeſpeare outſhines the bright 
day, 

More rapture than wine to the heart can convey z 

So the tree which he planted, by making his own, 


Has the laurel and bays, and the vine all in one, 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


Then each take a relic of this hollow tree, 
From folly and faſhion a charm let it be; 
Let's fill to the planter the cup to the brim, 


To honour your country, do honour to him. 
All ſhall yield, &c, 


e 


I AM A POOR COUNTRY CLOWN, 


AM a poor country clown, 
Who lately came to this town z 
I heard the folks ſay, 
*'Twas a place very gay; 
And J long'd for to ſee it I own. 


I luckily met with a friend, 

Who | begg'd his aſſiſtance would lend 
We rambled about, 
Thro' rabble and rout ; 

"Till I thought the whole world at an end. 
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We went to a place call'd the play, 
Where I thought for to ſee ſomething gay; 
They murder'd a king, 
Which I thought a ſad thing: 
Yet the people went laughing away. 


The fineſt of all the gay ſights, 

Was a place with a number of lights, 
Where they warble and ſing, 
Like birds in the ſpring, 

And muſic with pleaſure unites. 


I wiſh, and I wiſh, I muſt own, 
We had ſuch a place in our town, 
Or ev'n at the fair, 
If it could be brought their, 
It would pay well for bringing it down, 


ry | : 
Nes, 
ON AMBITION, 


L* ambition fire thy mind 
Thou wert born o'er men to reign, 
Not to fellow flocks deſign'd: 
Scorn thy crook, and leave the plain. 


Crowns I'll throw beneath thy feet ; 
Thou on necks of kings ſhalt tread 
Joys in circling joys ſhall meet. 
Which way &er thy fancy's led. 
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Let not toils of empire fright * 
Toils of empire pleaſures are; 

Thou ſhalt only know delight 
All the joy, but not the care, 


Shepherd, if thowlt yield the prize 
For the bleſſings I beſtow, 

Joyful I'll aſcend the ſkies, 
Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 


Dat Wks Gs «© © 5 
1 WONNOT BUCKLE Too. 
Sung by Mrs. Weiſchell. 


1 within a mile of Edinburgh town, 
In the roſy time of the year, 
Sweet lay'rocks bloom'd, and the graſs was down, 
And each ſhepherd woo'd his dear: 
Bonny Jockey blithe and gay 
Kiſs'd ſweet Jenny making hay; 
The Lafly bluſh'd, and frowning cry'd, no, no, it 
| will not do, 
I cannot, cannot, wonnot, wonnot, munnot buckle 
too. 


— — 
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Jockey was a wag that never would wed, Pp 
Tho? long he had follow'd the laſs; 
Cor.tented ſhe earn'd and eat her own bread, T 
And merrily turn'd up the graſs: 

Bonny Jockey blithe and free 


Won her heart right merrily, T 
Yet ſtill ſhe bluſn'd, and CORPS cry'd, no, no, it 
will not do. Ye 
But when he vow'd he would make her his bride, 
Tho? his flocks and herds were not few ; T 
She gave him her hand and a kiſs beſide, 
And yow'd ſhe'd ever be true: v 


Bonny Jockey blithe and free 
Won her heart right merrily, 
At church ſhe no more frowning cry'd, no, no, it 


will not do. 
„ | —— 
2 — . — — Co! 
8 0 5 N N 8. : 
THE VICCAR AND MO3ES. #0 
AT the ſign of the horſe, old Spintext of courſe, MM 
Each night took his pipe and his pot, I 

O'er a jorum of nappy, 

Quite pleaſant and happy, was plac'd this canoni- Bes 
cal ſot. \ 
Tol derot, derol tidol, didel. I Tu 
The evening was dark, when in came the clerk, But 


With reverence due, and ſubmiſſion; 
Firſt ſtrok'd his cravat, then twirl'd round his hat, 
And bowing, preferr'd his petition, 


— 
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I'm come, Sir, ſays he, to beg, d'ye ſee, 
Of your reverend worſhip and glory, 


To inter a poor baby, with as much ſpeed as may be 
And III walk with the lanthorn before you. 


The body we'll bury, but pray where's the hurry } 
Why lord, Sir, the corpſe it does ſtay ! 
You fool, hold your peace, ſince miracles ceaſe, 


A corpte, Moſes, can't run away, 


Then Moſes, he ſmil'd, ſays, Sir, a ſmall child, 
Cannot long delay your intentions ; 

Why that's true, by St. Paul, a child that is ſmall, 
Can never enlarge its dimenſions, 


Bring Moſes ſome beer, and bring me ſome, d'ye 
hear, 
I hate to be call'd from my liquor, 
Come Moſes, the King, *tis a ſcandalous thing, 
Such a ſubject ſhould be but a Vicar, 


Then Moſes he ſpoke, Sir, *tis paſt twelve o'clock, 
Belides there's a terrible ſhower : 
ey twelve, 
Pm ſure it can never ſtrike more. 
nl Beſides, my dear friend, this leſſon attend, 
Which to ſay and to ſwear I'll be bold, 
That the corpſe, ſnow or rain, can't endanger, 
that's plain, 
But perhaps you or I may take cold, 


at, 


Why Moſes, you elf, ſince the clock has ſtruck 


— — 


_ — — 
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Then Moſes went on, Sir, the clock has ſtruck one! 
Pray maſter look up at the hand, 
Why it ne'er can ſtrike leſs, tis a folly to preſs 
A man for to go—that can't ſtand, | 
| ( 
At length hat and cloak, old orthodox took, 
But firſt cramm'd his jaw with a quid 
Each tipt off a gill, for fear they ſhould chill, 
And then ſtagger'd away fide by ſide. 


When come to the grave, the clerk humm'd a ſtave, 
W hilſt theſurplice was wrapp'd round the Prieſt, 
Where ſo droll was the figure, of Moſes and Vicar, 
That the pariſh {till talk of the jeſt, 


Good people let's pray, put the corpſe t'other way, 
Or perchance I ſhall over it ſtumble, 

Tis beſt to take care, tho? the ſages declare, 
A mortuum caput can't tremble. 


Woman that's born of man, that's wrong, the 
lefg tern, 

Ou! man that is born of a woman, 

Canẽt continue an hour, but is cut down like a flowe, [i 

You ſee Moſes - death ſpareth no man ! 


Here Moſes do look, what a confounded book, 
Sure the letters are turn'd upſide down, 

Such a ſcandalous print, ſure the devil is in't, 
That this Strahan ſhould print for the crown. 


Prithee Moſes, you read, for I cannot proceed, 
And bury the corpſe in my ſtead, 
(Amen, Amen.) 


LE ** 1 


Why Moſes you're wrong, pray hold till your | 
ron gue, | 
You've taken the tail for the head. 


| O where's thy ſting death !—put the corpſe in the 
earth, 


_— believe me ?tis terrible weather, 
so the corpſe was interr*d without praying a word, 
And away they both ſtagger'd together, 
Singing tol derol, &c. 


| 
| 
| 
©, 
ſt ub! | 
a —ͤ — 
s 0 N 6. | 
af | 
THE BONNY SAILOR. | 
Sung by Miſs Thornton. 
the bonny ſailor's won my mind, 
My heart is now with him at ſea 
hope the ſummer's weſtern breeze 
we, | 


Will bring him ſafely back to me : 

wiſh to hear what glorious toils, 

| What dangers he has undergone z 

WV hat forts he's ſtorm'd, how great the ſpoils, 
From France and Spain my ſailor's won, 


\ thouſand terrors child my breaſt, 

When fancy brought the foe in view; 
and day and night I've had no re 
Leſt ev'ry gale a tempeſt 1. 3 


— 
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Bring, gentle gales, my ſailor home; 
His ſhip at anchor may I ſee; 


Three years are ſure enough to roam, 
| Too long for one that loves like me. 


5 His face by ſultry climes is wan, 

His eyes by watching ſhine leſs bright 3 
But till I'll own my charming man, 

And run to meet him when in ſights; 
His honeſt heart is what I prize, 

No weather can make that look old; 
Tho! alter'd were his face and eyes, 

PI love my jolly ſailor bold. 


— — A nem 


3:0 2-0 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, in Cymon, 


You gave me laſt week a young linnet, 
Shut up in a fine golden cage; 
Yet how ſad the poor thing was within it, 
Oh how did it flutter and rage! 
Then he mop'd and pin'd, | 
That his wings were confin'd, 
Till I open'd the door of his den 
Then ſo merry was he, 
And becauſe he was tree, 
He came to his cage back again, 
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F eee ee 
Sung in the Walloons. 


0 F up the wind, three leagues and more, 
We ſpy'd a lofty fail ; 
det your top-gallant ſails my boys, 
And cloſely hug the gale: 
tine knots the nimble Milford ran, 
Thus, thus! the maſter cry'd ; 
Tull up, ſhe rais'd the chace in view 
And ſoon was ſide by ſide, 


Wowſe your Dutch Enſign ! up St. George } 
To quarters, now. all hands ; 

[ith lighted match, beſide his gun, 
Each Britiſh warrior ſtands. 

Nee fire, our gallant Captain cries 
*Tis done, the cannons roar ; 

nd clear, Monſieurs, digeſt theſe pills, 
And then we'll ſend you more, 


r French Jack ſhivers in the wind, 
Its lilies all look pale; 
n it muſt come, it muſt come down, 
For Britons will prevail; 
'd fore and aft, her ſhatter'd hull 
Lets in the briny flood 
decks are carnag'd with the ſlain, 
| Her fcuppers ſtream with blood, 
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Our chain-ſhot whiſtles in the wind, 
Our grape deſcends like hail ; 


| Huzza, my ſouls ! three cheering ſhouts — 

| French hearts begin to quail 

1 And ſee, *tis done — ſhe ſtrikes, ſhe yields, 

[ Down, haughty flag of France! 
Now board her, boys, and on her ſtaff 

The Engliſh croſs advance, 


There let it ever fly, my hearts, 
To awe theſe Gallic ſlaves; 


So freely toſs the cann about, 
For Britons rule the waves 


There let it ever fly, &c. &c. 


; : 14 
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| Sung at Vauxhall, by Mr. Cubitt. 


RECITATIVE. 


ö WITH trembling voice, with fond, tho? timid 


lay, 


Beneath theſe ſhades, I make my firſt eſſay ; 
| An humble ſuppliant, favour to implore, 
| Alas! your former favourite is no more! 


6 On this glad ſpot, he tun'd his early ſong, 
; Cheer'd by your foſt'ring ſmiles, he tun'd it long 
| While life remain'd, your Vernon charm'd yo 


| ear, 
| And his laſt grateful notes were echo'd here 
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While fraught with fancy, mirth, and whim, 
His genius did our cares beguile: 

Shall we not drop a tear for him, 
Who oft for us hath rais'd a ſmile? 


So jovial he join'd in the catch, 
So lively appear'd, and ſo mellow ; 
With © Stop thief—P've loſt my watch"? 
Or, “Sir you're a comical fellow.“ 


But well you rewarded his ſong, 

And highly you honour'd his cauſe 3 
Attending each night in a throng, 

And giving unbounded applauſe. 


RECITATIVE. 


Then let me hope indulgence ſtill to ſhate ; 

If leſs my merit, greater be my care: 

Tho? hard the taſk, that taſk you'll kindly feel; 
And, for deſert, accept unwearied zeal, 


— AIR. 


Tis your's to take a friendly part, 
And call new talents forth; 

Good-nature ſways the Britiſh heart, 
And candour ſtamps its worth. 


No force that goodneſs can depoſe, 
Tho” riſe the world in arms 
Not millions of ſurrounding foes 
Can wound its native charms. 
K 2 
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Britannia's children, brave and fair 
Miſtaken zeal forgive: 
The errors of the head will ſpare, - 
And bid the culprit liye. 


So conqueſt yet ſhall crown your toil, 
The meed which virtue brings; 

For where ſoſt pity dews the ſoil, 
Undaunted valour ſprings, 


rs. 


A NAVAL SONG. 


HURSDAY in the morn, the nineteenth of 
May, 

Recorded be for ever the famous ninety-two, 
Brave Ruſſell did diſcern by dawn of day, 

The lofty ſails of France advancing now; 
All hands aloft, aloft, let Engliſh valour ſhine, 
Let fly a culverin, a ſignal for the line: 

Let every man ſupply his gun : 

Follow me, and you'll ſee, 
That the battle will ſoon be begun. 


Tourville on the main triumphant roll'd, 
T 0o meet the gallant Ruſſell in combat on the 
deep; 
He led a noble train of heroes bold, 
To ſink the Engliſh Admiral and his fleet; 


an, oe 


Now every valiant mind to victory doth aſpire, 
The bloody fight's begun, the ſea is all on fire; 
And mighty fate ſtood looking on, 
Whilſt a flood, all of blood, 
Fill'd the ſcuppers of the riſing ſun, 


Sulphur, ſmoke, and fire, diſturbing the air, 
With thunder and wonder affright the Gallic 
ſhore : 
Their regulated band ſtood trembling near, 
To ſee their loity ſtreamers now no more: 
At ſix o'clock, the Red, the ſmiling victor led, 
To give a ſecond blow, the fatal overthrow ; 
Now death and horror equal reign : 
Now they cry, run or die, 
Britiſh colours ride the vanquiſh'd main. 


See they fly amaz'd thro? rocks and ſands, 


of One danger they grafp at to ſhun the greater 
| fate; 
o, In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands, 


The nymphs and ſea-gods mourn their loſt 
eſtate; | 
For evermore adieu, thou dazzling riſing ſan, 
From thy untimely end thy maſter's fate begun: 
Enough, though mighty god of war ! 
Now we ling, blels the king, 
Let us drink to ev'ry Engliſh tar, 


R 3 
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PLEASURES OF MATRIMONY. 


AM marry*d, and happy, with wonder hear this, 
Ye rovers and rakes of the age: 
Who laugh at the mention of conjugal bliſs, 
And who only looſe pleafures engage: 
You may laugh; but, believe me, you're all in the 
wrong, 
When you merrily marriage deride; 
For to marriage the permanent pleaſures belong, 
And in them we can only confide. 


The joys which from lowleſs connections ariſe, 
Are tugitive—never ſincere: a 

Oft ſtolen with haſte, or ſnatch'd by ſurprize, 
Interrupted by doubts and by fear; 

But thoſe which in legal attachments we find, 
When the heart is with innocence pure. 

Is from ev'ry embitt'ring reflection refin'd, 
And to life's lateſt hour will endure. 


The Iove which ye boaſt of deſerves not that name, 
True love is with ſentiment join'd ; | 
But your's is a paſſion, a feveriſh flame, 
Rais'd without the conſent of the mind, 
When dreading confinement, ye miſtreſſes hire, 
With this, and with that ye are cloy'd; 
Ye are lead and miſlead, by a flatt'ring falſe fire, 
And are oft by that fire deſtroy'd. 


_— 4 
— 


If you aſk me from whence my felicity flows; 
My anſwer is ſhort—* from a wife, 
„Who for cheerfulneſs, ſenſe, and good-nature | 
choſe, | 
« Which are beauties that charm us for liſe:“ 


FAS 


| 
| 
| 
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To make home the ſeat of perpetual delight, 
Ev*ry hour each ſtudies to ſeize; 
And we find ourſelves happy from morning to night, 
By our mutual endeavours to pleaſe, 


CO —_ (¶— — 
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LET'S BE JOVIAL. 


OLLY mortals fill your glaſſes, 
Noble deeds are done by wine 

Scorn the nymph and all her graces, 

Who'd for love or beauty pine? 


Look within the bowl that's flowing, 
And a thouſand charms you'll find, 
More than Phillis has, tho' going 
In the moment to be kind. 


Alexander hated thinking, 
Drank about at council board: | i& 
He ſubdu'd the world by drinking | 
More than by his conqu'ring ſword, 


— — — — —  —— ]: 
n ee e 


F gold could lengthen life, I ſwear, 
A. It then ſhould be my chiefeſt care 
To get a heap, that I might ſay, 
When death came to demand his pay, 
Thou ſlave take this and go thy way, 


% 
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But ſince life is not to be bought, 

Why ſhould I plague myſelf for nought; 
Or fooliſhly diſturb the ſkies 

With vain complaints or fruitleſs cries? 
For if the fatal deſtinies 

Have all agreed it ſhall be fo, 

What good will gold or crying do? 


Give me, to eaſe thy thirſty ſoul, 

The joys and comforts of the bowl; 
Freedom and health, and whilſt I live, 
Let me not want what love can give; 


Then ſhall 1 die in peace, and have 


This conſolation in the grave, 
That once I had the world my ſlave. 


—— LY} —-õ— wT—'ᷣ— 


0 
THE PLEASURES OF THE CHACE, 


ARK! hark! the joy-inſpiring horn 
Salutes the roſy riſing morn, 
And echoes thro? the dale: 
With clam'rous peals the hills reſound, : 
The honnds quick ſcented ſcow'r the ground, 
And ſnuff the fragrant gale, 


Nor gates, nor hedges can impede 
The briſk, high-mettVd ſtarting ſteed, 
The jovial pack purſue IN | 
Like lightning darting o'er the plains ' 2 = | 
The diſtant hills with fpeed he gains, 'F 
And ſees the game in view. 


E 


Her path the timid hare forſakes, 
And to the copſe for ſhelter makes, 

I here pants a while for breath; 
When now the noiſe alarms her ear, 
Her haunts deſcry*d, her fate is near, 
She ſees approaching death. 


Directed by the well-known breeze, 

The hounds their trembling victim ſeize, 
She faints, ſhe falls, ſhe dies: 

The diſtant courlers now come in, 

And join the loud triumphant din, 
Till echo rends the Kies. 


— 2 — 


0 


THE JOVIAL HUNTSMEN. 


ARK ! away ! *tis the merry ton'd horn 

| Calls the hunters all up with the morn: 
o the hills and the wodlands we ſteer, 

Ho unharbour the out-lying deer. 


CHORUS OF nuNTSsMuEN. 

And all the day long, 

This, this is our ſong 3 

Still hollowing | 

And following, 
So frolic and free ; | 

Our joys know no bounds, 

While we're after the hounds, 
No mortals on earth are ſo happy as we. 


7 


1 262 7 


Round the woods when we beat, how we glow, 
While the hills they all echo, hillo; 
With a bounce from his cover he flies, 
Then our ſhouts ſhall reſound to the ſkies. 
And all the day long, &c. 


When we ſweep o'er the vallies, or climb 
Up the health-breathing mountain ſublime, 
What a joy from our labours we feel ; 
Which alone they who taite can reveal, 


And all the day long, &c. 


At night when our labour is done, 
Then we will go hollowing home, 
Wirh a hallo, hallo, and a huzza, 
Reſolving to meet the next day. 
And all the day long, &c. 


— — 2 — 
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SHAKESPEARE'S GARLAND. 


Sung in the Jubilee. 


| Bed beauty with the ſun ariſe, 
To Shakeſpeare tribnte pay, 
With heavenly fmiles and ſpeaking eyes, 
Give grace and luſtre to the day. 


Each ſmile ſhe gives protects his name, 

What face ſhall dare to frown ? 
Not envy's ſelf can blaſt the fame, 
Which beauty deigns to crown. 


| 
| 
. 
N 
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Sung in the Maid of the Mill. 


WI a maid, in way of marriage, 
Firſt is courted by a man, 

Let 'un do the beſt he can, 

She's ſo ſhame-fac*d in her carriage, 

Tis with pain the ſuit's began. 


Tho'f myhap ſhe likes him mainly, 

Still ſhe ſhams it coy and cold; 
Fearing to confeſs it plainly, 

Leſt the folks ſhould think her bold. 
But the parſon comes in ſight, 

Gives the word ro bill and coo, 
"Tis a different ſtory quite, 

And ſhe quickly buckles ro, 


— | — —— — = 


d 


Sung in the Chaplet. 


ECLARE, my pretty maid, 
Muſt my fond ſuit miſcarry? 
With you I'll toy, PIl kiſs and play; 
But hang me if I marry—hang me if I marry, Sc. 


Then ſpeak your mind at once 
Nor let me longer tar 

With you III toy, Pl kiſs wy play; 
But hang me if I marry, 


With you, &c, 
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Tho? charms and wit aſſail, 
The ſtroke I well can parry: 

I love to kiſs, to toy and play; 
But do not chooſe to marry. 


T love, &c 


Young Molly of the dale, 
Makes a mere ſlave of Harry; 
Becauſe, when they had toy'd and kiſs'd, 
The fooliſh ſwain would marry, 
Becauſe, &c 


Theſe fix'd reſolves, my dear, 
I to the grave will carry; 

With you Pll toy, and kiſs and play 
But hang me if I marry, &c, 


— — —ä — — 
. 
In Thomas and Sally. Sung by the Squire. 


HEN late I wander'd o'er the plain, 
From nymph to nymph, I ſtrove in yain 
My wild deſires to rally; 
But now they're of themſelves come home, 
And, ſtrange ! no longer {ſeek to roam, 
They center all in Sally, 


Yet ſhe, unkind one, damps my joy, 
And cries, I court but to deſtroy ; 
Can love with ruin tally ? 
By thole dear lips, thoſe eyes I ſwear, 
I would all deaths, all torments bear, 
Rather than injure Sally, 


50er 1 
Can the weak taper's feeble rays, 


Or lamps tranſmit the fan's bright blaze; 
Oh! no then {ay how fhall I 

In words be able to expreſs 
My love? it burns to ſuch exceſs, 
I almoſt die for Sally, 


Come then, oh ! come, thou ſweeter far 
Than jeſlamine and roles are, 
Or lillies of the valley ; 
O follow love, and quit your fear, 
He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, 
And make me bleſt in Sally, 


SD DES, 
Sung in Thomas and Sally. 


HEN I was a young one, what girl was 
like me! 8 
So wanton, ſo airy, and briſk as a bee? 
I tattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and where- eber 
A fiddle was heard to be ſure I was there. 


To all that came near I had ſomething to ſay 
*T was this, Sir; and that, Sir; but ſcarce ever nay? 
And, Sundays, dreſs'd out in my ſilk and my lace, 

I warrant I ſtood by the beſt in the place. 


— tt... . —— alt: Wear... Atv. 
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At twenty I got me a huſband, poor man? 
Well, reſt him we all are as good as we can; 


Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarell for ſtraws, 
And jealous—tho? truly I gave him ſome caule. 


He ſnubb'd me, and huff d me; but let me alone; 

Egad ! I've a tongue, and I paid him his own; 

Ye wives take the * and when ſpouſe is un- 
towr'd, 

Stand firm to your charter, and have the laſt word, 

But now I am quite alter'd the more to my woe; 

I'n not what I was forty ſummers ago: 

This Time's a ſore foe; there's no ſhunning his 
dart 

However, I keep up a pretty good heart, 


Grown old, yet I hate to be fitting mum-chance ; 
I ſtill love a tune, tho' unable to dance; 

And books of devotion laid by on my fhelf, 

I teach that to others I once did myielf. 


———— — — — 
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Sung in the Duenna. 


OW oft, Loui ſa, haſt thou ſaid, | 
(Nor wilt thou the fond boaſt diſown) 
Thou would'ſt not loſe Anthonio's love, 
To reign the partner of a throne. 


And by thoſe lips that ſpoke ſo kind ! 
And by that hand I preſt to mine ! 


To gain a ſubje& nation's love, 5 


I ſwear I would not part with thine, 


1 4 
Then how, my ſoul can we be poor, 
Who own what kingdoms could not buy ? 
Of this true heart thou ſhalt be queen, 
And, ſerving thee, a monarch J. 


Thus uncontrouPd in mutual bliſs, 
And rich in love's exhauſtleſs mine, 

Do thou ſnatch treaſures from my lips, 
And I'll take kingdoms back from thine, 
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e 
By Mr. Garrick, 


NCE more I'll tune the vocal ſhell, 
To hills and dales my paſlion tell, 
A flame which time can never quell, 
But burns for thee, my Peggy. 


You, greater bards, your lyre ſhould hit; 
For ſay what ſubject is more fit, 
Than to record the ſparkling wit, 

And bloom of lovely Peggy. 


The ſun firſt riſing in the morn; 
That paints the dew-beſpangled thorn, 
Does not ſo much the day adorn, 

As does my lovely Peggy. 


And when in Thetis? lap to reſt, 

He ſtrecks with gold the ruddy weſt, 

He's not ſo beauteous as undreſt, 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 
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When zephyr on the vi'let blows, 

Or breathes upon the damaſk roſe, 

It does not half the ſweets diſcloſe, 
As does my lovely Peggy. 


I ſtole a kiſs the other day, 

And (truſt me) nought but truth I ſay, 

The fragrance of the bloom ing May 
Was not ſo {weet as Peggy. 


Was ſhe array'd in ruſtic weed, 
With her the bleating flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe upon the oaten reed, 

To pleaſe my lovely Peggy, 


With her a cottage would delight ; 

All's happy when ſhe's in my fight ; 

But when ſhe's gone, *tis endleſs night, 
All's dark without my Peggy. 


While bees from flow'r to flow'r ſtill rove, 
And linnets warble thro” the grove, 
Or ſtately ſwans the water love, 

So long ſhall I love Peggy. 


And when death liſts his pointed dart, 

To ſtrike the blow that rends my heart, 

My words ſhall be, when I depart, _ 
Adieu, my lovely Peggy. 
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Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Love in à Nllage. 


© an how ſhall I, in language weak, 
My ardent paſſion tell, 

Or form my fault*ring tongue to ſpeak, 
That cruel word farewel ! 

Farewel—but know, rho? thus we part, 
My thoughts can never ſtray : 

Go where Iwill, my conſtant heart 
Maſt with my charmer ſtay. 


Sc 0 000; 
To Sylvia, by David Garrick, Eſq, 


F truth can fix thy wav'ring heart, 
Let Damon urge his claim; 
He feels the paſſion, void of art, 
The pure, the conſtant flame. 


Tho! ſighing ſwains their torments tell, 
Their ſenſual love contemn; 

They only prize the beauteous ſhell, 
But ſlight the inward gem. 


Gm... 
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Poſſeſſion cures the wounded heart, 
Deſtroys the tranſient fire; 

But when the mind receives the dart, 
Enjoyment whets deſire. 


By age your beauty will decay, 


Your mind improves with years; 
As when the bloſſoms fade away, 
The rip'ning fruit appears. 


May heav*n and Sylvia grant my ſuit, 
And bleſs the future hour, 


That Damon, who can taſte the fruit, 


May gather ev'ry flower ! 


$0 Ne 


wt +> 6 1 


Sung in the Pantomine of The Elopement, 


Mrs. Scott. 


OME haſte to the wedding, ye friends and ye 


neighbours, 


The lovers their bliſs can no longer delay z 
Forget all your ſorrows, your care, and your labours, 
And let ev'ry heart beat with rapture to-day : 


Ye vot”ries all, attend to my call, 


Come revel in pleaſures that never can cloy, 
Chorus, Come, ſee rural felicity, 
Which love and innocence ever enjoy. 


A1 
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Ars. Dorman. 
Let envy, let pride, let hate and ambition, 
Still croud to, and beat at the breaſt of the great z 
To ſuch wretched paſſions we give no admillion, 
But leaye them alone to the wiſe-ones of ſtate : 
We boaſt of no wealth, but contentment and health, 
In mirth aud in friendſhip our moments employ, 
| Chorus, Come, &c, 


Mrs, Scott, 
With reaſon we taſte of each heart-ſtirring pleaſure, 
With reaſon we drink of the full lowing bow], 
Are jocund and gay, but all within meaſure, 
For fatal exceſs will enſlave the free ſoul, 
Duetto, Then come at our bidding, to this happy 
wedding, 
No care ſhall intrude here our bliſs to annoy, 
Chorus, Come, &C, 


$06; 


Sung in Harlequin Sorcerer. 


OME Roger and Nell, come Sinkin and Bell, 
Each lad with his laſs hither come, 
With ſinging and dancing, in pleaſure advancing, 
To m wech harveſt home: 
'Tis Ceres bids play, and keep holiday, 
To. celebrate harveſt home, Oc. 
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Our labour is o'er, our barns in full ſtore, 
Now ſwell with rich gifts of the land 
Let each man then take, for his prong and his rake, 
His cann and his laſs in his hand: 
| | For Ceres, &c. 


No covrtier can be ſo happy as we, 
In innocence, paſtime and mirth; 
While thus we caroule with our ſweerheart or ſpouſe, 
And rejoice o'er the fruits of the earth, 
When Ceres, &c. 


8.0.00. 
Sung by Miſs Zameſon, at Vauxhall, 


Do as I will with my ſwain; 
He never once thinks I am wrong: 

He likes none ſo well on the plain, 

I pleaſe him ſo well with my ſong, 
A ſong is the ſhepherd's delight 

He hears me with joy all the day; 
He's ſorry when comes the dull night, 

That haſtens the end of my lay, 


With ſpleen and with care once oppreſs'd, 
He aſk'd me to ſoothe him the while; 
My voice ſet his mind all to reſt, 
And the ſhepherd would inſtantly ſmile. 


ce, 


cc. 


ſe, 
xc. 
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Since when, or in mead, or in grove, 
By his flocks, or the clear river ſide, 
I ſing my beſt ſongs to my love, 
And to charm him is grown all my pride. 


No beauty had I to endear, 
No treaſure of nature, or art ; | 
But my voice, which had gain'd on his ear, 
Soon found out the way to his heart: 
To try if that voice would not pleaſe, 
He took me to join the gay throng ; 
I won the rich prize with much eaſe, 
And my fame's gone abroad with my ſong, 


But let me not jealouſy raiſe, 

I wiſh to enchant but my ſwain; 
Enough then for me is his praiſe, 

I ſing but for him the loy'd ſtrain. 
Vhen youth, wealth and beauty may fail; 
And your ſhepherds elude all your (kill, 
our ſweetneſs of ſong may prevail, 
And gain all your ſWwains to your will, 


_—_— 
"OE — — 
. 


N. 
Sung in Love in a Village, 


UPID, god of ſoft perſuaſon, 

Take the helpleſs lover's part? 
1ze, oh ſeize, ſome kind occaſion 
To reward a faithful Leart. 
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Juſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 
Who the body would enthral! 
Tyrants of more cruel kind, 


Thoſe who would enſlave the mind, 
Cupid, God, &c. | 


What is grandenr? foe to reſt; 

Childiſh mummery at beſt, 

Happy I in humble ſtate! 

Catch ye fools, the glitt'ring bait 
Cupid god of, &c. 


— —  — —— 


% 
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The Song of Diana; 


ITH hotns and with hounds I waken tie 
day, 

And hie to my woodland walks away; _ 

I tuck up my robe, and am buſkin'd ſoon, 

And tie to my forehead a wexing moon : 

I courſe the fleet ſtag, unkennel the fox, 

And chaſe the wild goats o'er ſummits of rocks; 

With ſhouting, and hooting, we pierce thro 
the (ky, 


And echo turns hunter and doubles the cry, 


rocks 
throug 
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S. 0: Nes. 
The Linnets. 


S bringing home, the other day, 
Two Linnets I had ta'en, 
The little warblers ſeem'd to pray 
For liberty again: 
Unheedful of their plaintive notes, 
I ſung acroſs the mead ; 
In vain they tun'd their pleaſing throats, 
And flutter'd to be free. 


As paſſing thro? the tufted grove. 
Near which my cottage ſtood, 
I thought I ſaw the Queen of Love, 
When Clora*s charms I view'd: 
I look'd, I gaz'd, I preſs'd her ſtay, 
To hear my tender tale ; 
But all in vain—ſhe fled away, 
Nor could my ſighs prevail, 


Soon, thro” the wound which love had made, 
Came pity to my breaſt ; 

And thus I (as compaſſion bade) - 
The feather'd pair addreſs'l ; 

Ye little warblers, cheerful be, 
Remember nor ye flew ; 5 

For I, who thought myſelf ſo free, 


Am far more caught than you. 


5K ed 
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A N Song in the Tefl. Mgr. 


Tranated from the French. Wl 
Suky by Mrs. . Abington. « \ 


OW imperfect is expreſſion, _ 
Some emotÞd to.impart!. 
When we mean a ſaͤft confeſſion, Mi wat wh 
And yet ſcek to hide, the heart 
When our boſoms, all complying, 
With delicious tumults Well. 
And beat what broken, falt'ring dying, 
Language would, dut! cannot 1 | 


Deep confuſion's roſy terror, 
Quite cxpreſſive paints my cheek, 
Aik no more—Behold your error, | 
Bluſhes eloquently ſpeak. | 
What tho? ſilent is my anguiſh, 
Or breath'd only to the air: 
Mark my eyes, and as they languiſſi; 
Read what yours have written there. 


Oh] that you could d hay! cot conceive me, 
Once my ſoul's ſtrong fegling view; 
Love has nought more fond, believe me; 3 
Friendſhip nothiug half fo true. 
From you Jam wild deſpairing, 
With you ſpeechleſs as I touch; 
This is all that bears declaring, 
And perhaps declares too much, 


LA2τπ 
. ere $ O N 8. 


DP Miſs, Haoke, in, None are, ſo Blind a2 
* ja "thoſe ke. in. 1 25 5 


HEN kindly gentle umbem 
7 ur a 1 eyelids yell, 
And joys, ia countleſs num 
ad joys mind aſſail. *. 


„ 
617 


Falſe forms in ſweet difafion, / 
Like truth ſo 955 ſee m 

We hog.c the dear d clufion, 
but an empty dream. 


But when to objefts = gt 


The ſenſes are 
When reaſon joys 


Forbids us to — 


We chide the kind intron, _ 
And mourn we can't redeem, 4 
One moment the deln | 
Tho' but.ag empty « ream 


— —— ́ 
| S O N G, | 
Sung by Mr. Banniſter ix the Fair American, 


x” HRO” waves and winds, in days that are 
no more, 

You 1 bile, and ne * ran foul of hore: 

n pitch-dark nights, your reck' ning prov'd fo true, 

we rode aut fs r gals that blew, FI 


* 
— — —— ——— 


— 


N 


5 £288 11 
And when for a bie wa, ewa, 
Thro“ ſmoke a fre, of Bor as ſtrait bore down : 


But now our timbers are not fir for ſea; 
Old England's wooden walls, che walt ſha) bis 0 * 


From age to age, es unν,z ſtory ſhe ws, 
We rul'd the beep: in ſpite of envious foes; 1 
And ſtill aloft, thin? worlds combine, we'll riſe, 
Lge all at home are N in een, ties. 


5 * 2 we'll tell both Sm and Spain, 
We're own'd by Neptune, ſov'reigns of the main. 
O! wau'd. my umbers were now fit for 
Vet RY 1 _ 9925 Dal be. 


es L377 If FLIRT 121. 
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8 e een 
The DESCRIPTION. 


Heer the l I love, chough my dare 
I diſpuiſe, 

freely de cribe. 

And if he has ſenſe but to balance a a © 

He will ſure take a hint fromthe picture I draw, 


A wit without ſenſe; withbut fancy a beau; 
Like a parrot he chatters, and ftruts like a crow; 
A peacock in pride in grimace a baboon; 
In courage. a hind, in conceit a gaſcoon. I. 

f 18 a 4445+ =; ig ers 254 15 RS. 
As a vulture epacious, it fal ſhood a ſox : 
Inconſtant as waves, and uhfeeling as rocks; 
2 a tyger ferocious, perverſe as a hoy z 
miſcbief an ape, and i 0 fawning a dog. 


In 


irt 


15219 +] 
word, to ſum up alihis talents tagether, 4\ 
wy is of lead, and>his brains are — 
Yet if he bas ſenſe but to balance a ftraw, 
He will ſure take a hint — draws 


——— 0 
- 290t ent % ut r ds tar 
Shit Hawk 3 0 N. «G; l Hin ba 
i ai ai aich e med 1 {is word 
Wilſon, in None are h B Blind « as 2 
5 nee 
(1313-35) i273 1 


- INCB 3 a 8 foal; and a' delle maid, 
A fiſhmoiger ſurely ſhould not be betrayd; 
Like a crab you go backwards, while I'm freſh and 


crimp; 
And tho' big as a falmon, * oe” treat me like ſhrimpl 


My mind in good 1 contented to hug, 
As the lady in the lobſter I thought myſelf ſnug ; 
But ſuch a "rebuE, like a twenty-four pounder, 


Knocks me dead as a om ET PTTL 4. | 
8 O N G, ＋ 

Sung by Mr. Banniſter Sx obs Fair eee 

gallant fouls, that best & high, _ 


E gal 
* Wich 'England's in each vein, 
From his — tenrd 8 22. a 


Whoſe honouy never knew one hai. 


ES < 
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At break of day two ſail appear d, 

And on the larboard- quarter ſtood ; 

for action ſtrait the decks were clear'd, 
Which ſoon; alas! were dy'd with blood. | 


y friend maintain'd d unequal Wks: 
Tilt bring alt his guns to bear-: 
With red- ed. bot Falls thei chunders fright, 


| And up one Frenchman blew in air. 


But, oh! too late his life to ſa ve; 
or, e er the hoſtile flagiwas dow. * 


— — m 
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THE ROSE. 
ASK: — 


That ſcents the — air; 


ö hen aſk each , Me. 
I If dear Suſanpa's fir. 


4 Say, will the vulture 2 his 
wardleald\the grove 7 7, Auk + 


|| | Ana 
[ Bid wanton — quit the — 
114 Then _—_ Hepherd's love. as” 


& WOE BIO t GU by ; 
The ſpoils of war let hero: Mate, © 


Ve bards, unenv id Rufels wear, CC 
Be fair Suſg en a 100 


S 


1 


1 


he other nch her colour nö doo 
- F 
1 


* * mark d him fc the grants... W | 


» 


= 
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Let pride it Wlemdor ie pdt e dad 10 
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Sung 2 Me. Parſons, in None are fo "Blind, ay 
13 Wer 01. or 'y 


48 414 W; 


= zi @ 


OOD ſeat may all dan: + mock, 
* No ſtorm can orertchelm 

e gunner to the er 1294 
The maſter to the helm! m UEL 3081 i 


oy me well, wih ennie, | 
epeat my ſignals true 22 
Bear down upon the foe and fight, | 

' You're AN j 


mT_F(Oa —— BRL 
| n 4 
1 9a 43% LE ry: 1 . . , * Ss +42 


SON 6. 
e in the Fair ami. 


H OULD, — theow a: ſhell, 
What. ſoldier can toll, 


. On which fide the danger may fall; ., 


By a glance from the eve, 
our, — Corbine may die 
As if hot — 


LIZ w 


1 


| (! 222] ) 

| _ Whey a beauteous madd 

| "with glitering parade, 

Appears in the blaze of her charms; 
| To refiſt is in vain, N. | 
We'are taken or fais 
e * hh my e, 0 | 


ea T2 


128 
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6 47 1 6850. * * 11 95 
. 9%. JOFLAL. FIM | 
OME- all ye r wan Ah 


9 „ deſpair, 0875 desde 277 Ir tant mw a7 
Compoſe idle ſonnets, and ſigh for the fair, 
Who puff up their pride by enhanciog their charms, 
he _ 1 tis — to lie i = their arms: 

e wiſe by example, take pattern from me, 
For let what wil — Jove IH be free, 
By Jove I'll be free, 
For let what will bo * Jove I'll be free. 


Young Daphine I faw, i in the net I was caught, 
I ly'd, =; I flatter'd, as cuſtom. had taught: 
I preſs'd her to bliſs; which ſhe granted fol ſoon ; 
But the datc of my paſſion expir'd with the moon ; 
She vow'd ſhe was tuin d: I faid dt mihi bet 
I'm forry, my dear. but by Jove-Pl derer, Kc. 
bot wen 9T6 2YS$01T3 9117 re 
The next ws vg hitte, as bright abe 
morn; chr A gl wos gate t 4 wh f b 
The leve chat 1 1, the treated with ſcorn 3 y 
II laugh'd at her folly, and told her my mind, 
1 That none can be handſome, but ſuch as are kind J 
| a 2 er 


1223 J 
Her pride and ill nature was loſt upon me 
For, in ſpight of fair faces, by Jove, Pl be free, &c. 


Let others call ogy the harbour 59 joys, 
Calm —— I _ ht in, and fly from all noiſes. * 
Some — = mper tis {| u a tran e rage, 

Like birds they fin e $5 1 5 de 

Confinement's the — *twas Lee er 14 tor me, 

Let who will be dondk. dave by jove fin b be free, &c. 


Then let each briſk bumper run over the glaſz. 
In a toaſt to the young and "beautiful laſs, 
Who's vielding and eaſys pietribes no dull rule, 
Nor thinks it a wonder a lover ſhould cool: 
Let us bill ike the ſparrow; and yove like the bee, 
For, in {pight of grave . by Jore T l1.be# 


|} * 
burn it und 0 3 N 
i $44 ; / * 
re 
} < | | 1 
$ 5 Tf. Ft 4 
hee. , * 
51.95 "4, 4b 2 — A+, 10 457 2Y 
Sg by Mr. «Say 6 in the Pair Auerican. 
n 1 4 4 +} 47+; Ius! 1 
T pi $41 di; 214] 


OU a gold, 174 
Y And your conſcience l 
hen the cinkers are not told 


From corruption's venal purſe; 2 ji Þ 
But a bribe is a thing your Ja 65 eg 
Were 1 nee one, 


Lo ; 
' - 4 5 'F . 1 = þ MI 8 1 

91. "4 

4414 L 4 Shou 


224 n 1 * att 
Shou'd that lily hand. ſo kind. . dad. $9 
Wich good nature running o. et 
To heap favoùrs be inclin d,4 //:3 
For this one I'd take a be: 
Wer +: gre Ann ed A 
56 1 1-3 


22 
Like a foldigr on App id 7 2112 N 
L contider om. 9 $089". d 1 2 


' I'm enliſted bt, = ap > ala td 
And ſhall 5 ens ro 0 of 912 
Dut a bribe, &c. - +9" rx: Nc; st 2470 
* „ Menn $3 27% bannt 1 113221 
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Sung 51 Mr. Banniſter, in 8 are oy Blind as 
thoſe ho won't See. 
72K 222 ²˙ «4 2 
HAT girl, who fain wou'd chuſe a mate, 


Shoy'd. ngyr ip fondneſs fail her; 
May thank her eB ſtars, it 2 — 
Sbou'd ſplice her to a ſailor. a 


rb the Rorm, the batt e? J Le * 
The yellow boys to nail her; 

Diamonds de ae og 5 n 
of Wau' Ke he | 5 3 
the be tr Wy s'heart, 4 8 

Ag never bel ke Err. Fe 2% 2:4 


tho' a thouſand lea — 3 
Ta conſtant i. le f Ear: | 


: & = 
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Tho? ſhe be falſe, till he is kind, 
And comes with ſmiles ro hail her; 

He traſting, as he truſts the wind, 
Still fai che ls.t0; her failor. 


A butcher can procure her prog, 4 4 348 
Three-threads to drip, a taylor ; 

What's that to biſcuit Ana td . 
Procur'd her by her failor ? 


She who wou'd ſoch a Mate 88 


The Devil ſure muſt ail herr 


Search round, and if you're wiſe, you'll hols 
To wed an 3 — bs | 


8 0 N S. 
mem 6 21405 4 Tu Part Song. 4 % 
2180"; AA 
HEN Bibo thought ft from the world to re · 
treat, 


As full of champai ne 45 an © e of m meat, 
He wak'd in the boat, and and to G fl fad, L 


He lead. 
e would be row d back, for re yas fox Gi de 


« Trim n bee fit qui "ow re- 
ply* od cli 
'* You, may have forgat—rypy' next ddt whe 
d d.“ s £8417 3% basti "OR Rn IP 
ils an 21 10143 [143 
L 5 "$0NG, 


Wo 
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8 O N G, | 1 
2% Sung i in Love in a Village. 2 * 4 
HERE wag a jolly millet Ae. . oY 

Liv'd on the river Dee; © FRED 7 

He work'd, he ſung, from morn to night, e 

No lark more blithe chan he: „oN 

And this the burden of his fong . 3 * 

For ever us'd to be, Ki b A 

I care for nobody, no not I., Peary 

If nobody cares for me. 


s O N s. 


HEN Phœbus the topy of the hills does adorn, 
How ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn! 
When the anthag ſtag is rouz'd with the ſound., 
Erecting his ears, pimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, 
And thinks he has left us behind on the plain: 
Bur full we purſue, and nom com in view of zhe 
CI game. | 


O ſee how again he fears up his head, © 
And, winged with fear, he redoubles his 


But, oh! tis in vain, 'tis in vain that he flies, 
That his 2 loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe the 


For now his 7 th fail dans) he heavily flies, 


And he pants till with well ſcented hounds. . 
tounded he dies, 


& SONG. 


1 227 } 
$ O N G. 
ARABEL LA. or the SISTERS, 
Sang by Mt, Vera. at Vaoahall, ny 


F ; 


OUNG Arabella danke? $ care, 
And ripe to be a bride, 
Had charms a monarch-might enſnare, 
But beauty mix'd with pride, / 
Had charms a monarch might enſnare, 0 
But beauty mix'd with pride. 


= 


But filill to bl 
Her pride each lover cool'd, 

The number of her {laves was leſs, 
And leſs the tyrant rul'd, 
And leſs the tyfant ard. H . 


Her ſiſter Charlotte, tho not den 
Wik beauty's potent ſpell, 5 
The virtues of the mind el, ien Bios 
And bore away the bell; N 8 
Knights, earls, and dukes, like ſummer —_—_ - 
Around the maiden flew, | 
They preſs'd to tell ten thouſand. eps | 
As men are apt to do. a 


Poor Arabella, vent to 40d, 
Her fifter made a wife, 
Pretends to rail at all mankiad; - 


——_ "TIE bY bn 
'L6 


be 
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Come, thou roſy dimpled 


1762280] 


Fond Celadon addreſt the fair,, 
Reſoly'd no time to'loſe, 1 21261 23 Joo 
"Fa with ed 6 ps and air; 244 T 


hat fe mal e cou dy u 57% 7r$i 1 272 
Like all the Aa be end ke 4 r 
His artleſs flame alone lee 51 sa 


The blüſhing maid confeſt t the kde, 3 


The _ ſoon made: them ne 
7 * . F 
Ye virgins Charlotte ; pls purſue, bas uy 
Shun Arabella's fate, nnd uf 
Accept the man that's nonhy bon. r eee 
Before 1 it is too 1258. SHG AG sonq an Lo 
iim tb 340 1 
N L — . _ f | ? 

VT HIP Cy AY 3ii0y x 


8 O N G. 
OME, thou. roſy. dimpled boy, 
Source of ev* ry Roar Felt jo Joy 3 
Fate the bliſsful bow'rs awhile, ga Tere 
#phos; and the Cyprian iſle; * RS” WE WAL 
Viſit Britain's rocky ſhore, 
Britons, too, thy pow'r adore; © 
Britons, hardy, bold and free 
Oxi thy laws, And yield 15 Na (2114 (88 
Source of ev'ry heart- 1 0 K 


8 ty 
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2 
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Let 


Haſte to Sylvia, haſte awey . = 
'This 1s thine and thyme 8 
Bid her thy ſoft ba — & ee 
* her for love's rites prepares - . 


es 29 


Let the nymphs, wich may a OW, 9% aof 
Deck the ſacred nuptral-bow'r, oo 
Thither lead the dove)y fair, | A 
And let Hymen, too, be chere: 
This is thine and Hy men's day; 
Haſte to Sylvia, haſte war. A 
«SHOT 305, 3% BU TO WII BT | 
Only while we love r wy 
Love alone can pleaſure give; 
Pow'r, and pomp, and tinſel ſtate, 8 
Idle pageants of the groat's oe Abe Int: 
Crowns and ſceptres, en 4 —_— 
And the pride of Eaſtern kings, q. 
Are but childiſh, empty toys, 
When compar'd to love's ſweet j Joy? 
Love alone 
Only while we love we live. 


. X 7 2 
_ . 4 7 
* - Fd wt 


„ } 
DOWN-THE BURN, pavr LOVE. 
Sung at Vauxhall, | 


W: HEN trees did bud, and. kelds were green, 
Aud broom bloom'd fal ir to ſee; 

When Mary was complete fifteen, 41 0 

And love laugh'd in her eye; . 


Blithe Davy's blinks her heart did more 


To ſpeak her mind thus fre: 
Gang down the burn, n {2196 A 
I will follpw-thee.. is 3 vwnl:s 3.1 NN. 

ow 
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Now Davy did each lad ſurpaſa, mr noms b If 
That dwelt on this burn 1 ebataÞ4 4 22 


And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, ': , \ 44& | 
Juſt meet 88 x} | 91 
Blithe Davz's blinks, &kc. 11 8. 


Her cheeks were roſy, red fold white, l 
Her een was bonny blue, Wil 
He, looks wetfe like Aurora Oe" „ N 
Her lips like dropping dew ; | 
Blithe Davy's blinks, 6, | 


As fate had dealt to him a * 
Strait to the kirk he led her, 14viz 9 
There plighted her his faith and wach. h 
And a bonny bride he made her;pß;ß; te 
No more aſh2m'd to own her lose ð 
Or ſpeak her mind thus free, 
Gang down the burn Davy, love, 
And I will follow as.” 


e OR WW 


1 


1 


ü AR | | | TH nom 
s o N , e 
FEMALE LIBERTY "REGAIN'D, 

da Me. ares. of Vaal. 7 


7 boaſted an abſolute ſway, 
ard fate was love, honour, 


IL DU WS, Jo ee 


HO! man has lon 
While woman's 
obey; : 

At length over wedlock fair liberty dawns, _ 
| . 
or 


Vour tongues ſhou'd be as'd as a two edged ſword; 


1 


For Hymen amohg ye proclaims his decree, 
When huſbands are tyrants, their. wives will be 


free. Genn. inen A vo 


Away with your doubts, your ſormitſes, and fen.. 
"Tis Venus beats, up for her gay voluntcers; 
Enliſt at her banner, you yanquiſh with eaſe, ,, 
And maks F o your huſbands. what creatures yon 

eaſe : D 
To arm then, ye fair ones, and let the world ſce, 
When huſbands are tyrants, their wives will be free. 

Wugte Ati f 


TL | L423 318-5 1 4s A 
The rights of your ſex wou d you e er ſee reſtor'd, 


That ear- piercing weapon each huſband muſt dread, 
Who thinks on the marks you may place on his 
. head: % 499: tech t 436 480 8 
Then wiſely unite, till the men all agree, 
That woman, dear woman, ſhall ever be free. 


No more ſhall the wife, all-meek as a lamb, 
Be ſubject to, Zcunds, do you know who I amy. 
Domeſtic politeneſs ſhall flouriſh again, 

When women take courage ta govern the men: 
Then ftand to your charter, and let the world ſce, 
Tho” huſbands are tyrants, their wives will be free. 


s F „ > g $ 4 * a . F 


+: 4 
8 8 5 ns $O NG. 


ne, of | SONG. 
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IT H woman and wine I defy ev'ry care, 
For life witkhoùt thefe is'a of air 
For life without theſe, &c. | 
Each helping the other, in pleafure I roll, | 
© And es! 50x Fa of ſpirits euliven my foul 2 J 9 
Each helping the 2 Ke. 


« 1744 13 vY 


14 | 


ee ſober i my 3 condemn, * 
I unever mall alter my conduct for themm 
hear not how much they my meaſures TY 
Let 'em have their own humour 2d will han -- 
; mine. 6 YC vi All wo 21 34 ied, Wh 


Wine prudently us'd will our ſenſes i improve, 
is theſpring-tie of life, and the fuel of love: 
And Venus ne'et look'd with a ſmiſe ſo divine, 
As when mars bound his head with a branch . 
the vine. of AISTOR & 16/6 


ven come wy der charmer thou vymph! Balf.di | 
mneys = 
an. me with. ah, nent pledge me wit! | 
wine | 
Then giving and taking, in muted Sürn⸗ "2 
The torch of os — all eternally burn. 
© -$* $ WOOL 14, DE OC GOUWE PUg £ 035 YY | 
But ſhould'ſt nn my paſſion for wine diſapprove, | 
My bumper Lell quit 36 be bleſt with'thy ov 
For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, | 
My bole FIE Guwolifh my glaſs.” - 


6 —— 9 4 
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\ 
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4 
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0 <1 F bes e Cell. 2 1 6nd I 60 down,.c 
| Let this be my fate in a fair country*town; 
2 May I have a Warm houſe; with a ſtone at my gate, 
. And. a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate. 
May I 2 my paſſions with an abſolute ſway, 
And _ ara foo”: ae ſtrength wears 


1%. 


LAY * 


4 Zr gout or tone, by a gentle decay. 


In a country town} by a murmuring brook, 
With, the occean at diſtance on which I may looks 
[5 WRKi fpatidufiphin,:withdut heilge vr fake, - 
ron And an eaſy pad- — 0s. 42 
| May I govern, &c. 


With Horace and Petrarch, 8 

Of the beſt wits that liv'd in the ages before; 
With a diſh of roaſt mutton, not ven ſon, nor teal, 
And clean, tho en ROD at every meal, 


With a pudding on Sunday, with lost humming 


And a — — of Latin to puzzle the viears 
With a hidden referye « of Ryrguady, wine 
To drink the king's health ab oft as we dine. 

"A 1 l &c. 


f.dif 


wat! | 


l 


. 
& 
* 


9 


With 


2 1 


And when I am dead, may the better fort tay, 


With courage undaunted may ] face my laſt day; 


In the morning when ſober, in the ev'ning when 


mellow, 


He's gaiie, and lian't left behfnd him his fellow) 
For he govern'd his. paJions with an abſolute 


ſway, 


And: gre wiſer and better a8 his nen wore 


away, 


Without gout or lone, by a gentle decay. 


- 
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' The CHOICE SPIRITS. 


* — 


Tune, Stand round my brave "ores p v4 


— 44 


811 . my brave boys, and. va my bad 


voice, 1 
As loud to the 3 1 declare, 


1 


While a bumper can flow, 9 we'll ne er ceaſe to 


ſhew-. 


How joyous th the choice ſpirits are, ue. 2 


» 997 a 


The ſoldier ** arm at cds e aun, 
For battle he's bid to prepare; 

He our foes puts to 
To ſhew what choice ſpirits are, &c. 


rout, we'the mk RT 


The 


The 


EY 


te 


He'd his * glaſs 


2d 
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The * the town yields, and the bucks of che 
fields 
Who are chacing the harlot or hare, 
No more riſques would purſue, but the bottle keep 1 in 
Wb, ord? 
Did they bunt where the choice foirlts are, &c, 


The prude that pretends, that a man's touch offends, 
And to die an old maid will declare; 
Did ſhe take a glaſs of this, ſhe would ne'er take 
amiſs, ' 
F To try what the choice ſpirits are, &c. 


Ye love · ſick poetic, ye poets dramatic, 
Ye buſkins who tragedy tear ; 
Leave the paper-waltmg art, quit each rant, and 
each ſtart, 
And as choice ſpirits act if you dare, Ac. 


From the tutor got free, alamode a 8 


See the fop with his puff powder'd hair; 
2 lake, if to * he'd 
take, 
And come where the choice ſparits are, &c. 


* 5 *. > 


By no party perplex'd wit and wine is our text, 


Love and fraendſhip then form up the ſquare; 
Neither int'reſt old or new, neither Gypſy or Jew, 
Come under the choice ſ} ſpirit” scare, &e. 


No more I'l1 rehearſe, bat I'll here end my verſe, 


Thotitis on a ſubjeQ ſo rare; 


Wich a bumper before us, we'll ſing: :n fall. chorus, 


he 


deere Beer of TEE" we are, Kc. &C. 


's 


T Z s ON &. 


— 22. — U— ”— 


6 be: lowland lads think they ate ſine, 
0 


| And magly Jooks ot my highland laddie. 


If I were free at will to chuſe 


I'd take you 1 in his trew sm, 


Here's to thee, my lad, . puſh the bottle about, 


{230 +] 
aA S © N 8. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


But O they're vain and idly gaudy 3 01 
much unlike the graceful mien, 


O my bonny highland laddiez _ - 
. My handſame charming hi bland laddie ; ; 
May heav'n ſtill guard, and love reward, 


The lowland laſs — her nun, 


To be the wealthieſt lowland lady; 


With bonnet and belted pladdie. Th 
O my bonny, Kc. 1952 FU Ly ti 
No greater joy I'll eer pretend, Way 
Ther dus love prove true and ſteadys oys 
Like mine tochim, which ne'er ſhall end, oys, 
While heav'n preſerves __ —— laddie, 
O my bonny, c. | an 
— — ——— . —ß — 

8 0 "NG. * 


The *'HONEST /PELLOW, s 
P por of this nopſenſe, I'prithee giv 
hei 


And talk of your Phillis and Chloe no — 
ir face, and their air, and their mien, what ara 


Here's to thee, my lad, Puſh the bottle about. 


( 237 J 

»t finical fops play the fool and the ape; 

hey dare not confide in the juice of the grape: 

it we, honeſt feilows—'ſQeath! who's ever think 
f puling for love, while he's able to drink? 

f puling, &C. | C; 4 1 | 48" f 


is wine, oaly wine, that true pleaſure beſtowsz 
ur joys it increaſes, and lightens our woes; 
emember what topers of old uſe to ſing, 
he man that is drunk is as great as a king, 
e man, &c; 4 


Cupid aſſaults you, there's law for his tricks; 
nacreon's caſes ſee, page twenty-ſix; - 

he precedent's glorious, and juſt by my ſoul; + 
ay hold on, and drown the young dog in a bowl, 
en 


1 


hat's life but a frolic, a ſong and a laugh ? 
Iy toaſt ſhall be this, whilſt I've liquor to quaff ; 
lay mirth and good fellowſhip always abound, © * 
Joys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round, 
oys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 
ar Den I ; | 


cn. 4511 £4 25 


Sung by Mrs. Kennedy, in the Caſtle of Andaluſia, 


"Q ME, ye hours, with bliſs replete, 
; Derr 8258 ictorĩia's feet; 1 
heerleſs winter muſt L proe 
bſent from the maid I love; ; _ 
Put the joys our meetings brin 1 
hew the glad return of ſpring. ag 
t, > . : 
- 332 #12100 9 = REY. . vi © SONG, 


* a 
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8 O N G, 


Sung in The Way to keep Him. . 


fair married dames, who ſo often deplore 
That a lover once bleſs'd is a lover no more, 
Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 
That Prudence muſt cheriſh what Beauty has caught, 


The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of your 
See, (ISS MDT, of n af »; 1” 
Your roſes and lilies may make the men figh ; 
Bat roſes and lilies, and ſighs paſs away, 
And paſſion will die as your beauties decay. 


Uſe the man that you wed like: your fav'rite 
gitar, A Je 

Tho! maſic in both, they are bath apt to jar; 

How tuneful and ſoſt from à delicate touch, 

Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much! 


The ſpartow/and lin net will feed from your hand, 

Grow ans by your. kindneſs,” and come at com- 
mand, 

Exert with your huſband: the ſame happy ſkill, 

For N like your birds, may be tam'd to yout 


Be gay and good- Humor d, complying ind kind 

Turn the chiet of your care from your face to you 
mind, | "S: 

*Tis there that a wife may her conqueſts improve, 

And Hymen ſhall rivet the fetters of love. 


Fi 


B 


SONG, 


rite 


h! 


ind, 
OM» 


your 
ind, 
your 


29 1. 
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Lung Ey Is. Wrighten in the Fair American. 


* 1 * 
„ene YI 3&HI + | 


T7 HEN Cupid, little fly rogue, blooming, 
fair, and young, un 
Firſt wounds the 'over's heart, how ſweet's a 
woman s tongue; | 
We rob the bees of honey if we ſpeak or ſing, 
But when the knot is tied, each word / has then a 
amn 
»Tis all click clack, whate'er we ſay, 
Both jarring night and non; 
But ring the changes ſtill each day, 
And talk things into tune. 


About his cage with joy the nimble ſquirrel climbs, 
His hey quite forgot whilſt tink ing go the 
chimes; - 
Thus huſbands manag'd well, though fetter'd to 
the ground. 
Think, when they ſhake their chains, there's muſic 
in the ſound : | 
"Tis all click clack, whate'er we ſay, 
Both jarring night and noon ; 


But ring the changes ſtill each day, 
And talk things into Wane... 


SONG, 


NC. 
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n BRITAIN's SILVER TRUMPET Sounds, 
Sang by. Mrs. WRIGHTEN. 


HREE lads contended for my heart, 
Each boaſted diff rent charms and ze; ; 
Young Hal could ſing with taſte and art, | 
Beau Jemmy ſported frogs and lace ; 
Blith with was a ſoldier brave, 
Who fear'd not ſcars, or death, or wounds, 
His country or his love to ſave, 
When Britain's filver As. ak ſounds, 


Now fear is rouz'd by wars alarms, 
And threat” yiog f foes each hour ariſe; 
I ſcorn young Harry's wocal charme, 
And maſter Jemmy I deſpiſe: 
I love my Willy, bold and brave, 
He heeds not ſcars, or death, or wounds, 
His country or his love to fave, 
When Britain' 5 ſilver trumpet ſounds, 


In piping times of peace, a beau, 
Baar Girls, may idle thoughts em 
But now, while threat'ned by each foe 
Be wiſe, and throw away the toy: 
Take my advice, love him that's £538 
Who fears not ſcars, or death, or. woun 
So may your ſmiles your country ſave, 
While Britain's ſilver trumpet ſounds, 


— 


FO 241 1 
s O N G. 


JOVIAL COMPANIONS. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. 
ME, come, my jolly lads, 


15 The wind's abaft, 
Briſk gales our ſails ſhall crowd ; 
Come buſtle, buſtle, buſtle "gw 
Haul the boat, 
The boatſwain pipes aloud pr 
The ſhip's unmoor'd, 
All hands on board, 
The riſing gale 
Fills ev*ry fail ; 
The ſhip's well mann'd and ftor's, 
Then ſling the flowing bowl, 
Fond hopes ariſe; 
The girls we prize 
Shall bleſs each jovial ſoul z 
The can, boys, bring, 
We'll drink and ſing, 
While foaming billows roll. 


Tho? to the Spaniſh coaſt 
We're bound to ſteer, 
We'll ſtill our ri; hts maintain; 
Then bear a hand, be it boys, 
Soon we'll ſee 
Old England once again: 
From ſhore to ſhore 
While cannons roar, 
Our tars ſhall ſhew 
The haughty foe, 
Britannia rules the main. 
Then ſling * flowing bowl, &c. 


SON 


1 


G. 
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Sung by Mrs. Wilſon, in the Caſtle of Andaluſia, 


LJ 
IKE my dear ſwain, no youth you'd ſee, 
So blythe, ſo gay, ſo full of glee, | 
In all our village - who but he 

To foot it up ſo featly? 
His lute to hear, 
From far and near, 
Each female came, 
Both girl and dame; 
And all his boon, 
For every tune, 

To kiſs em round fo fweetly. 


While round him in tbe jocund ring, 
We nimbly danc'd, he'd play or ſing; 
Of May the youth was choſen king, 
He caught our ears ſo neatly. 

Such muſfic rare 

In his guittar, 

But touch his lute, 

The crowd was mute; 

His only boon, 

For every tune, 


To kiſs em round ſo ſweetly, 


( 243 1 
8 0 N. 
Sung by Maſter Brett, in Harlequin Teague: 


1 '* HE Iriſh giant you ſhall find, 
Tho' dwart in form, of ample mind, | 
And ever to your wiſh inclin'd, | | 
With a fee, faw, fun. | 


Tho? not a friend to mean intrigue, | 
With truth and honour do but league, 
P ll ever ſtick by honeſt Teague, | 
Wih a fee, Te. | 


Then wave your ſword, tow'rds Highgate ſteer, | 
And let the Engliſh nothing fear, 
Tho” you come an Iriſh volunteer, 

. VWihafer,&c 


In London, ſport and beauty reign, 
There Cupid holds a warm campaign, 
And Teague ſhall join to fill the train, 
| With a fre, Se. 


There quacks and ſhowmen boaſt their art, 

There fops aſſail the fair one's heart, 

But Teague ſhall better play his part, : 
With a fee, Cc. 


Then wave your ſword, tow'rds Highgate ſteer, 
And let the Engliſh nothing fear, 
Tho' you come an Iriſh volunteer, 

With a fee, faw, fun. 


©, 


M 2 SONG. 
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RODNEY FOR EVER, 


1 4 


Sung by Mrs. Kennedy at Vauxhall. 


G AIN Britannia ſmile, 
Smile at each threat'ning foe; 
o ſave this drooping iſle, _. 
See Rodney ſtrikes the blow. 
For Rodney quickly will regain 
Thy ſov'reign empire o'er the main. > 


Againſt thee treacherous foes, 
And falſe allies eombine; 
But vainly they oppoſe, _ 
If Rodney ſtill is thine: . 
For gallant Rodney will maintain 
The Britiſh empire o'er the main. 


Long may he plough the main, 
Long may he victor prove; 
Rewards ſtill ſure to gain, 
Of king and people's love: 
For gallant Kala will maintain 
The Britiſh empire o'er the main. 


$9 $ONG, 
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Sung by Mrs. Wilſon, in the Caſtle of Andaluſia, 


HAVE a lover of my own, 
So kind and true is he; 
As true, love but him alone, 
And he loves none but me. 


I boaſt not of his velvet down, 
Or cheeks of roſy hue, 

His ſpicy breath, his ringlets brown, 
I prize the heart that's true. 


So to all elſe I muſt ſay nay; 
They only fret and teaze: 

Dear youth, tis you alone - that may 
Come, court me, when you pleaſe. 


I play 'd my love a thouſand tricks, 
In ſeeming coy and ſhy ;——_ 
*T was only, ere my heart Pd fix, 

I thought his love to try. 


So to all elſe I muſt ſay nay; 
They only fret and teaze : 

Dear youth, *tis you alone - that may  * 
Come, court me, when you pleale. 


— — 
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-YOU, AND YOU, AND YOU, 


Sung by Mrs. ns, at Vauxhall, 


HE jocund ſpring again is ha, 


And mufic wakes the grove; 


The nymphs and ſhepherds trip the green, . 


And all is joy and love. 


On this gay ſpot I come again, 
y duty to purſue; 


In hopes the friendſhip to obtain, 
Of you, and you, and you. 


The chearful pipe, at ev'ning hour, 
The jocund throng invites 

To tread the lawn, or range the Bow's 
Where muſic's pow'r delights : 


Is ſtill my only viewz - 
That I the friendſhip may maintain 
Of you, and you, and you. 


nature kindly has endu'd 

With melody my voice, 
Encouragement has oft enſu'd 

By making me your choice, 


On this gay ſpot long may I reign, 
My duty to purſue; 
And, "> the fitendſhip ſtill maintain 


Of you, and you, and you! 


With ſong to pleaſe each nymph and ſwain, 


SONG. 


1 247 J 
„ „0 
THE OATH. 


Sung by Mr. Wilſon, in the 1 of the landlord of 
the Horns at Highgate, in Harlequin Teague. 


ILENCE, take notice, you're my ſon, 
Full on your father look, Sir; 
This is an oath you may take as you run, 
So lay your hand on the horn-book, Sir. 
Hornaby, Thornaby, Highgate and Horns, 
And money by hook or by crook, Sir, 
Chorus, Hornaby, &c. 


Spend not with cheaters or cez'ners your life, 
Nor waſte it on, profligate beauty: 
And when you are married, be kind to your wife, 
And true to all petticoat duty. 
Dutiful, beautiful, kind to your wife, 
And true from the cap to the ſhoe · tie. 
Chor. Dutiful, &c, 


To drink to a man when a woman is near, 
You never ſhould hold to be right, Sir; 
Nor, __ tis your taſte, to driak {mall for ſtrong 
| IS 
Or eat brown bread when you can get white, Sir, 
Mannikin, cannikin, good meat and drink, 
Are pleaſant at morn, nogn, or night, Sir. 
Chor. Mannikin, Sc. | 


M4 e 


(M324, jo: ee r 
To kiſs with the maid, when the miftrefs is kind, 
A gentleman ought;to be loth, Sir; "Wi 
But if the maid's faireſt, your oath does not bind, 

Or you may, if you like it, kiſs both, Sir. 
Kiſs au * you may, ſweetly ſmack night and 


Ys 
Chor, Kiſs away, oc. | En 


M hen you travel to Highgate, take this oath again, 
And again, like a ſound man and true, Sir; 
And if you have with you ſome more n-erry men, 

Be ſure you make them take it too, Sir. 
Bleſs you, ſon, get you gone, frolic and fun, 
Old England, and honeſt true blue, Sir. 

Chor. Bleſs you, ſon, Cc. 


S O N G. 
* 
THE LOVELY SPRING. 


For tao woices. 


H E lovely ſpring advancing, 
Your brows with flow'rs adorn 

With feſtive mirth and dancing, 

To welcome its return. 

Chorus. The lovely ſpring, Cc. 


The raging ſeas forget to roar, | 
And ſmiling, gently kiſs the ſhore; 

The clouds diſperſe, the ſun appears, 

And ev'ry leaf new beauty wears. 


Chor, The lovely ſpring, &c. 


The 


[2699 J 
The bluſhing roſe unfolding, 


Its fragrant odour yields! | ! 
Eh eye with joy beholding 


How Flora decks the fields. - 


Cold weeping winter flies away, 
Aurora paints each riſing day; 


The feather'd race rejoin the grove, 7 
And warble forth new tongs of love. 
Thus chearful ſpring advancing, . 


Each heart with love ſhall burn; 
And feſtive mirth and dancing 
Shall welcome its return. 


Already ſee the creeping vine es: boni 
Around the arbour fondly.twine! _ 
May ev'r, vine large cluſters bear, 


And peace and plenty crown che year, 
_ — I m————————_ 
{DIES 


IT WAS A PITY, 
Sung by Mrs. . righten, at Vauxhall, , 


OUNG Strephon, pride of yonder plain, 
Long ſtrove my fickle heart to gain, 
With mavy an am'rous Ciity ; T1. 

I, ſmiling, heard the love ſick ſwain 

With 5 and ſong exprels his pain, 
And teld him, (way e, , © 17, 

1:43 +5. 1M $1 io 12663 iy With 
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With hopes to pleaſe, laſt Whitſun fair 
He bought me ribbons for my hair, 
With other preſents pretty; e 
Then, ſmiling, ſu'd the fame I'd wear, 
To caſe his anxious heart from care: 
I ſaid, 'twould be a pity. | 


* 


Next morning early, on the green, 
With Kitty toying he was ſeen, 
Hie call'd her fair and witty : 
T ſmil'd, tho' fit to burſt with ſpleen, 
To ſe him kits the little quean, 
And cry'd, it was a pity. 


The cunning ſwain the conflict ey'd, 

And kindly gazing;'while I figh'd, 
Forſook the hand of Kitty; * | 

Then, ſmiling, begg'd I'd be his bride} 

I anſwer'd, yes, or ſure hed dy'd, 
And that had been a pity. 


s ON S. 
FAL DR RAL TIT, 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in Harlequin Teague. 


9 WAS I learn'd a pretty ſong in France, 
And I brought it o'er he bk by chance; 

And when in Wapping I did dance, | | 
Oh! the like was never ſeen: vehy * 

For I made the muſic loud for to pla), 

All for to paſs the dull hours away, '* © 
And when I had nothing left for to ſay, 

Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


n 

As I was walking down Thames ſtreet, 
A ſhip-mate of mine I;chance'd for to meet, 
And I was reſolv'd him for to treat 

With a cann ot grogg, gillio! a gl 
A cann of grogę the, brought us traight, | 
All for to pleaſure my ſhip- mate, 
And ſatisfaction gave him jtraight, 

Then I ſung fal de ral tit, ve. 


The maccaronies next came "Ne" 
All dreis'd ſo neat, and look'd fo trim, 
And thinking for to ſtrike me dumb. 
Some was ſhort, and ſome was tall, 
But 'tis very well known that I lick'd then-all, 
For I dous'd their heads againſt the wall, 
Then I ſang fal de ral tit, &c. 


The lan lord then aloud did ſay, 
As how he wiſh'd I woy'd go away; 
And if I *tempted for to ſtan, 

As how he'd take the law: 
Lord d—me, ſays L, you may do your worſt, 
For ve not ſcarcely quench'd ” thuſt; 
All this I iaid, an. nothing worſe 

Then 1 ſung tal de ral tit, &. 


It's when I have croſs'd the raging main, 
And be come back to Old Eng'and *galn, 
Of grogg Vil drink galore; 
With a pretty girl to fit by my ſide, 
And tor her colt y robes I'll proyide, 
So that ſhe ſhall be ſatisfied, 
Then P11 fing fal de ral tits Ge. 


7, 


SONG, 
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Sung by Mr. Quick in the Caſtle f Andelefs: | & 


N the foreſt here hard by ß 
A bold robber late was J.. 
Sword and blunderbuſs in hand _ 
When I bid a trav'ler ſtand : * 
Zounds! deliver up your caſh, 
| Or ſtraight PI pop and flaſh, 
All amongſt the leaves ſo green“ o: 
| | wha Sir, 
If you ftir, 
Sluice your veins, 
Blow..your rains. * 
ey down, 
Ho doõwẽwꝛn, 
Derry, derry down, 
All amongſt the leaves ſo green- o. 


Soon I'll quit the roving trade, , ; 
When a — Pm made; 4 
Then ſo ſpruce and debonnai fe. 
Gad I1t court a lady fair; ö : 4 
How I'II rattle, r 
How I'll kiſs her, and all that, 3 
| All amongſt the leaves ſo green - O! 
| ow d'ye do? 
| How are you? | 
Why ſo coy? 7 
Let us toy, ö | 
Hey down, 
Ho down, 
Derry, derry down, 
All 1 the leaves ſo green o. 
But 


Bat ere old and grey my pate, 
Ill ſcrape up a eſtate, 
With my nimblenefs of thumbs 
I'll toon batter all my crumbs; 
When I'm juſtice of the peace, 
Then I'll maſter many a leaſe, 


All amongſt the leaves fo green-0: | @ | 
Wig profound, 2: „ 8%" 
Beliy round, | | 10 414 


Sit at eaſe, 
Snatch the fees, 
Hey down, 
Ho down, 
Derry, derry down, 
All among the leaves ſo green-o. 


5 — .. . 
8 O N 6. " 
TWP SMILES or MY JAMIE. 
Sung by Mrs. Kennedy, at Vauxhall, 1: 


OUNG Cupid is with me wherever Igo, 

He plagues me, and teazes, and vexes me (6, 
To ſhun the young urchin I fly to the grove,” © |! 
But ſoon at my elbow I find little Love. 
I meet with young Strephon; the pride of the plain, | 
His ſmiles for a moment can baniſh all pain; 
Then Cupid, to teaze me, is ſure to repeat, 
The. ſmiles of your Jamie are ten times more 
« ſweet,” 


T' other 


1 254 ] 
T'other . when reclining in Strephon's gay 
ow'r, ;4 | 
And charm'd wich the fragrance of each blooming 
flow'r, | | 
The viclet, the lily, the ſweeteſt that blows, 
He hed twin'd wich young myrtle, the woodbine, 
and roſe; | 4 
I forgot the young tyrant, and own'd to the ſwain, 
That this fragrant ipot was the pride of the xlatn ; 
But Cupid ſtepp'd forward, and ery'd, tis a cheat, 
„The breath of your Jamie 1s ten times more 
« ſweet.” en | 


* 


Quite angry at laſt, I cry'd, Let me alone, 

* I haye ſenſe, and have ears, and I've eyes of my 
| £06" "ORE } 

« Your blindacſs and folly, will lead me aſtray, 

« While prudence to Strephon's gay bow'r leads 

| «the WS." 15.1 

Provok'd by my anſwer, he preſently flew, _ 

And brought my dear Jamie-quite full in my view; 

Inſtructed by Love, he knelt down at my fect, 

And the vows of my Jamie are true as they're ſweet. 


Now Strephon in vain may exent all his pow'r, 
With Jamie contented I hun the gay bow'r; 
In a cottage more humble contented te dwell, 

With him I am happy, tho' hamble wy cell. 

To revenge me on Cypid. for all my pag pain, 
I'll bind the young rogue 3n-a.4yeet roſy chain; 

I cut off his wings, and tie lead to his feet, 

For with Love and my Jamie my joys are compleat. 


a - — — - 
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3 8 $ 0 N G. 

: OLD ENGLAND, | 

p L Sung by Mr. Webb, at Ranelagh. 

, att AIL England! Old England, for glory re- 
nown'd! . 8 

, In arms, as in arts, fo tranſcendently crown'd! 

: Tis thine, ſtrict to honour, no treaties ta break, 


"Tis thine to revenge when that honour's at ſtake, 
Then riſe, O ye brave! draw the ſword, point the 
lance, 
y And bid the bold cannon roll thunder to France, 


Hark, trath ſpeaks already, our heroes preyail, 

$ The rous'd Engliſh lion makes Gallia turn pale! 
Thy cunning, O France! its own fate will decrees 
Succeſs now dawns on us by land and by jea, 
And wide o'er the main ſhall the Britiſh flag fly, 
To force that ſubmiſſion which pride would deny, 


Britannia rejaices your ardor to ſee; 

My ſons, fight,” the cries, tis for freedom and mel 

«© Though Gallia's ambition alliance explore, 

* You'll conquer them now, whom you've conquer'd 
% before. 1 4 4 

And Triumph theſe truths to all nations ſhall ſing, 

The ocean is George's, and George is our king. 


1 2 „ . + 
. ” q £* - 
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SONG, 
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Sung by Sig. m_ in the Caſtle of e 


races, 
Ihe 4 hts of a lover | 
Invited, expected, and figh'd for occaſion, 
Sweet faces , 
Freſh ſweetneſs diſcover ; 
Our eyes then are diamonds, our cheeks are 
carnation, 
Thoſe eyes glances. ſealing, 
Fond bluſhes revealing, 
Sage prudence: concealing 
The wiſh of our hearts. 
But when once we gain him, 
In love's libk we chain him, 79 Ä | 
Now pleaſing, $6434 
Now teazing. 
In giddy flirtation. 
Da Ca. New graces, be. 


9 — — 
s Ah * 6. | 


Li EL © 


wHnn FIRST THE EAST seine 10 DAWN. 
2 


Sang by Mrs. — at Fauhall 


HEN firſt the caſt begins to dawn, 
W And nature's btauties riſe, 
The lark aſſumes her mattins ſweet, 

And ſeeks the yielding ſkies, — 


1 £57 J 
The ro'y light that glads the muſe, 
Dear to her breaſt muſt be; 
But not ſo dear, young Cupid knows, 
As Damon is to me. | 


In yonder tree two turtles bill, 
Whoſe ſweet alternate notes 

In pretty ſongs of love prolong 
The muſic of their throats. 

Dear to the lover's flutt'ring breaſt 
The fair one's notes mult be; 

But not ſo dear the thouſandth part, 
As Damon is to me. 


A mourning bird, in plaintive mood, 
Robb'd of her callow young, 

In yonder grove obſerv'd her neſt, 
And ftill her woes ſhe ſung. 

No feather'd warbler of the wood 
More ſorrowful could be; 

But I far greater woes muſt ſhare, 
Were Damon torn from me. 


\ __— 


— . ſ— 
8. Q. K.. 
THE SIEGE OF GIBRALTAR. 


INCE the fate of Gibraltar attracts the whole 

world, F 

While the vengeance of France and Spain 'gainſt it 
is hurl'd, 

Tho? their armies agd navies together combine, 

Yet the conduct of Elliot fruſtrates each deſign, 

Then let us in full chorus our voices raiſe high, 

And toaſt the bold hero, til il rend the K,; 

His officers too, and his ſoldiers ſo brave, 


he Who boldly endeavour that fortreſs to fave. ES 
0? 
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Tho? the nobles of France, and the grandees of 
Spain, 

Attend on the ſpot, martial honour to gain; 

Tho' their bombs and their batt'ries expenſive and 
large, 

In whirlwinds of thunder they daily difcharge, 

Yet let us, Ec. 


Brave Elliot has ſallied, the made the Dons fy, 
A mine he has ſprung, and each carcaſs thrown high; 
In vain are their arts, while his courage ſurvives 


In thoſe who love glory much more than their lives. 
Then let us, &c. 


May ſpeedy relief at Gibraltar arrive, - 

And our treacherous foes of poſſeGion deprivel 
Then the laurel of vict'ry we'll inſtantly place 
Round the temples of thoſe who ſuch dangers em - 


brace. 
And all in full chorus our voices raiſe high, 
To toaſt the bold Elliot till we rend the ſky ; 
His officers too, and his ſoldiers ſo brave, 
Who boldly determin'd that fortreſs to ſave, 


— — ͤ —ꝗZÜüͤn ho. 
8 O N G. 
AGE LL STAY A GREAT WHILE, 


Tang by Mrs. Wrighten, at Vauxhall. 


YLITH Colin, a pretty young ſwain, 
To court me came many a mile; 
I bid him return back again, 
Tho' I wiſh'd him to a a great while, 


With 
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With all by which love is expreſt, 
He ſtudies my heart to beguile; 
I wiſt him ſucceſs I proteſt, 
Tho' I tell him he'll wait a great while. 


He brought me this noſegay ſo ſweet, 


And 9 it more pleaſure than toil; 
I took it, reſerv'd and diſcreet, 


But VII not let him wait a great while, 


He begg'd me to grant him a kiſs, 
So earneſt, he made me quite ſmile ; 
« Have done,” I cry'd; ©* fie! 'tis amiſs, 


Tho' I wiſh'd it to laſt a great while, 


He tells me I ought to be kind, 
That time all my beauties will ſpoil ; 
J croſs him, tho? quite of his mind, | 
For I love he ſhould talk a great while. 


I fancy, by what he has ſaid, 
My huſband he'll be by his ſtile; 
And when he once aſks me to wed, _ 
Oh! I'll not let him wait a great white, 


$ONG, 
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Sung by Mr. Breit, in the Caſtle of Andaluſia, 
H! charming maid! ah! why ſo coy 
Unto the youth who loves ſo well? 
Thy gracious {mile gives ev'ry joy, 
'thy frown a pang no tongue can tell, 
To thee the mattin-ſong I raiſe, 
Efe gay blooming Flora 
Has welcom'd Aurora, 
At noon from Sol's refulgent blaze; 
In cloſe-braided bowers, 4 
On beds of ſweet flowers, 
Reclining, 
Adoring, 
Vet pining, 
Imploring; 
Soft ditty 
Repeating, 
Thy pity f 758 
Intteating, Aa 
Till the nightingale's lays 
In veſpers ſeraphic bid nature repoſe, 
Her ſtrain on a lover no ſlumber beſtows, 
Nor eaſe to his mind, nor relief to his woes. 


.$SONG. 


0. N:; Gy 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in the Caſtle of Audaluſia. 


L SOLDIER I am for a lady, 
hat beau was e'er arm'd compleater ? 
When fa.e to face, | 
Her chamber the place, 
I'm able and willing to meet her, 
Gad's curſe! my dear laſſes, I'm ready 
To give ye all ſatisfaction; 
I am the man 
For the crack of your fan 
Tho? I die at your feet in the action. 1K 
Your bobbins may beat up a row-dow dow, 
Your lap-dog may out with his bow-wow wow, 
'The challenge in love, 
I take up the glove, 
Tho? I die at your feet in the action. 


— —— 
$ O N 8. 
Do ir You "77.4 4 
gung by Mrs. Wrighten, at Vauxhall. 


S Jockey ſat down by Jenny one day, 
A eneath a tail ſycamore ſhade, 
The lav'rocks were finging, all nature was gays 
While fondly he gaz'd on the maid. 


The glance of her eye ſoon kindled a flame, 
He found-his heart caught in a ſnare; 
And ſaid, ſhould I love, would you think me te 
« blame?” _ | 
« Ah! do,“ ſhe cry'd, “ do, if you dare!” 
« You 
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& You cannot be angry, dear jenny, I'm ſure, 
„% For nature has form'd you compleat:“ 
She affected to frown, look prim and demure, 
Till Jockey fell down at her feet. 


„ Young Cupid,” he cry'd, with his whimſical 


dart, | 
© Has ſhot me quite thro”, I declare; 
% You'll till be unkind, tho” I offer'd my hand,” 
% Aye, do,“ ſhe cry'd, “do, if you dare!” | 


Then leaving the ground, he reſumed his feat, 
And pull'd the fair maid on his knee; 

Poor jenny was ſoften'd, and felt her heart beat, 
And ſtruggled to get herſelf free, 


« No, no,” cry'd the youth, ** your conſent I muſt 
% have, | 
«© The parſon to make us a pair; 12 
« In the church I will meet you to-morrow, dear 
Jane.“ 3 
She archly cry'd, 4 do, if you dare!” 


TENDER PASSIONS, 


Sung by Mrs. Weickfell. 


1 "ENDER . paſſions never ending 
Haunt my ſteps where'er I go; 
Doubts and fears on love attending, 
Swell my .panting heart with woe. 
Tender paſhons, ce. 


vet 


al 


iſt 


et 


I'm ſure to meet my Colin chere. 


— 
Yet in abſence tho' I Ianguiſh, 
At my fate III ne'er repine; 
So love's chains to eaſe my anguiſh, 


Links his heart as faſt as mine. 
80 love's, &c. 


* 
re. 


rok u ro MEET MY COLIN THERE, 


Sung by Mrs. Wrighten, at Vauxhall, 
T O the woods I love to go, 


When the leaves are green, and the mea- 
dows imile, 
When the hawthorns bud and blow, 
And the ſpring doth the wintery care beguile: 
While birds are melodiouſly finging, 7 
The gold- ſpotted cowſlips are ſpringing, 
How freſh the flowers! the fields how fair! 
For I'm to meet my Colin there. 


To the wake I love to go, | 
When autumnal flow'rets my ring'ets deck, 
When the ribbons loofely flow, 
And wavingly wanton adown my neck ; 
As I trip it o'er the field and furrow, + 
My heart is a ſtranger to'forrow, + 
For be it wake, or feaſt, or fair, 


! 

At e'en I love, to go, 3 

When the jocund lads and laſſes are ſeen, 
With a ſkip and a bound like the Toe, 

Purſuing tnetr ſports on the laughing green: 

While they run the quick changeable meaſure, 

I feel my veart panting with pleaſure, 

The dance I join, the paſtime ſhare, 

For ſtiil I meet my Colin there. 


To the church I long to go, 
With the merry men and maidens gay, « 
All in dreſles white as ſnow, | | 
And blythe as the ſpring in the month of May; 
My friends and companions with poſies, 
With garlands, and favours, and roſes, 
Shall ſtre the ground, and braid my hair, 
For I'm to meet my Colin there. We 


$0: N00, 


Lock'd up all my treaſure! 
I journey'd many a mile; 
And by my grief did meaſure 
The paſſing time the while. 


My buſineſs done and over, 
I haſten'd back amain, 
Like an expecting lover, 
To vie it once again. 
But this delight was ſtifled 
As it began to dawn 
I found the caſket rifled, 
And all my weaſure gone, 


SONG. 


. 
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THE CHARMING FELLOW. .,. 


Sung by Mrs. Wells, in the Agretable Surpriſe. 


ORD, what care for mam or dad? 
Why let 'em ſcold and bellow ; 
For while I live I'll love my lad, 
He's ſuch a charming fellow. 


The laſt fair day, on yonder green, 


The youth he danc'd ſo well-o, 


So ſpruce a lad was never ſeen, 
As my ſweet charming fellow. 


The fait was over, night was come, 
The lad was ſomewhat mellow : 
Says he, my dear, I'll ſce you home; 
I thank'd the charming fellow. 


We trudg'd along, the moon ſhone bright, 
Says he, my ſweeteſt Nello, 

P11 kiſs you here by this good light, 
Lord, what acharming fellow ! 


You rogue, ſays I, you've ſtopp'd my breath! 
Ye bells ring out my knello: 

Again I'd die io ſweet a death 
With ſuch a charming fellow. 


N ' SONG, 


J 266 J 
S O N 8, 


Jung by Mrs. Wrighten, in the Beft Bidder. 


3 


Soldier, a ſoldier, a ſoldier for me! | 
His arms are ſo bright, 
And he ftands fo upright ; 
So gallant and gay, 
When he trips it away, 

Who is ſo nice, and well powder'd as he ? : 
Sing rub a dub, dub a dub, whe, whe, whe, fe, fe, fe ! 
a 8 wy plunder! a foldier, a ſoldier, a ſoldier 

or me 


Each morn when you ſee him upon the parade, 
He cuts fuch a flaſh, | 
With his gorget and ſaſh; 
And makes ſuch ado, 
With his gaiters and queue, 
Sleeping or waking, who need be afraid? 
Sing rub a dub, &c. &c. &c. 


Or elſe when he's mounted, ſo trim, and ſo tall, 
With broad ſword in hand, 
The whole Town to command; 
Such capers, fuch prances, +35 
Such ogling, ſuch glances, 
Our hearts gallop off, and are left at Whitehall: 
Sing tara, tantara, tan, too, too, too, too, too, too, 
* and thump it—a ſoldier, a ſoldier, a ſoldier 
or me | 


« y 
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New TOASTS and SENTIMENTS. 


MAY we draw upon content for the deficiencies 
of fortune. 

May we learn to be frugal before we are obliged 
to be ſo; 

May. the defires of our hearts be virtuous, and 
thoſe deſires be gratified. 

a without pride, or poverty without mean- 
neſs. 

May we breakfaſt with Health, dine with Friend- 
ſhip, crack a bottle with Mirth, and ſap with the 
goddeſs Contentment. 

May we always forget when we forgive an in- 

ury. 
May we never defire what we cannot obtain. 

May we treat our friends with kindneſs and our 
enemies with generoſity. 

To the honeſt fellow that loves his bottle at night 
and his bufineſs in the morning. 

May we fly from the temptations which we can- 
not reſiſt, 

May virtue be our armour when wickedneſs is 
our aſſailant. 

A good horſe, a warm houſe, a ſnug eſtate, anda 
pretty wife, to every man that deſerves them. 

Perdition to the man that owes his greatneſs to 
bis country's ruin. 

The cauſe of liberty throughout the world. 

All tortune's daughters but the eldeſt. - 

Conſtancy in love, and fincerity in friendſhip. 

Love to one, friendſhip to a few, good - will to- all. 

May we be -flaves to nothing but our duty, and 
friends to nothing but merit. 


May 


May we never ſeek applauſe from party princi- 
ples, but always deſerve it from public ſpirit. 
May our benevolence be bounded only by our 
fortune. 7 
Peace with America, and war with all the world. 
May temptation never conquer virtue. 
May the honeſt heart never feel diſtreſs.  _. 
L May we never want a friend, and a bottle to give 
im. 
Conſtancy in love, and 2 in friendſhip. 
Friendſhip without intereſt, and love without de- 
ceit. | EET 
A cobweb pair of breeches, a poreupine ſaddle, a 
hard trotting horſe, and a long journey, to all the 
enemies of (Great Britain. 35 
Taſte to our pleaſure, and pleaſure to our taſte. 
May the integrity of Shelburne, the ſagacity of 
Pict, and the valour of Rodney give ſucceſs to 
Old England. 1 171 
May the Public Spirit be ſupported by the Con- 
ſtitution - and the Conſtitution be upheld with 
Public Spirit. To OP. ue 
Pleaſures that pleaſe on reflection. 1 
Merit to gain a heart and ſenſe to keep it. 
May the parliament of this country be compoſed 
of men of real property, integrity, and public ſpirit, 
Addition to our trade, Multiplication to our ma- 
nufaQtories, Subſtraction to our taxes, and Reduc- 
tion to our uſeleſs penſions and places, 4 
The Trio, Great Britain, Ireland, and America. 
May a virtuous offspring ſuccced to mutual and 
honourable love. ; 
General Elliot and the brave garriſon of Gibraltar, 
The wooden walls of Old England, 


